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THE HONOVRABLE 


Hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. 


X | 

Enter, Edward the firſt malcontented with Lacy earle of Lin- 
colne, Iobhn Warren earle of Suſſex , and Ermsbie gentle- 
man : Raph Simmell the kings foole. 


Lacie. 


2 H Y lookes my lord hike to atroubled skie, | 
When heauens bright ſhine,is ſhadowed with a fogge: 
So Alate we ranthedeere and through the Lawndes 
O18 Stripr with our nagges the loftiefrolicke bucks, 
T hat (cudded fore the teiſers like the wind, 
Nere was the Deere of merry Freſingfhheld, . 
So luſtily puld down by _ mates, 
Nor ſharde the Farmers ſuch fat vemſon, 
Sofranckly dealt this hundred yeares before: 
Nor haue I ſecne my lord morefrolickeinthe chace, 
And now changde toa melancholie dumpe. 
Warren, Afterthe Prince got tothe keepers lodge 
And had beeniocandinrhe houſe awhile: . 
Tofsing of ale and milke in countrie cannes, 
Wh ether it was the countries ſweerte content: 
Or els the bonny damlfell fild vs drinke 
That ſeemd fo fare! yin herſtammellred; 
Or thata qualme did croſle his ſtomacke then, 
Bur ſtraight he tell into his paſsions, 
 Ermibie, Sura Kephe,whar ſay you ro your maiſter, 
"5: 8-0 Shall 


T he honourable hiftoric of Frier B 4con. 
Shall hethus all amortliuemalecontemt. 
. Rephe, Hcereſt thou Ned, nay looke if 
to me, | 
Edward, What ſayſt thouto mefoole? 


Repbe, 1 _ theetell me Ned, art thou in loue with the 
keepers daughter? Sls 


hee will ſpeake 


Raphe. Why then farha Ile teach rhee how to decemue lone. 

Edward, How Rape. 

Kapbe, Marric ſirha Ned , thou ſhalt puron my cap , and 
my coar,and my dagger, and I will pur on thy clothes , andthy 
ſword, and ſo thouſhalt be my foole. 

Edward, And what of this? 

Raphe. Why forhou ſhalt beguile Loue, for Loue is ſucha 
proud icab,char he willneuer meddle with foolesnor cluldren,[s 
not Kephes counſell good Ned. 

Edward, Tellme Ned Lacie,did{trhoumarkethe mayd, 
How liuely in her country weedes ſhe looke : 

A banier wenchall Suffolke carmor yceld, 
All Suftolke, nay all England holdsnoneſuch. 
Reple,Sirha, Will Ermsby,Nedss decemued. 

Ermsbie, Why Raphe? +4 

Repbe. He ſaresall England hathno ſuch , and I ay, and 
Le ſtand to it,there 15 one betterin Warwickſhire. 

. Y Yarren, How prooueſt chouthar Raphe : 

Raphe, Why 18notthe Abbor alcarned man, and hath red 
many bookes, and thinkeſtthou he hathnor more learmng than 
thouto choofe a bonny wench , yes I warrant thee by hus whole 


granuner. 
Ermsby, A 00d reaſon Rephe, 
Edward, ] tell the Lacie, that herſparkling eyes, 
Doelighten forth ſeer Loucs alluring fire: 
And1n her trefles ſhe doth fold the lookes 
Otſuch as gaze vpon her golden haire, 
Her baſhtull wlure nvxt with the morningsred, 


Luna dothboalt ypan her louely checkes, 


The glonesot her 
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. Towin the louely mayd of Frei 


' . The honourable hiftorie of Frier Bacon. 

Her front is beauries table where ſhe paints, 
jous excellence: 
Hertecth are ſhelues of prettous Maergarites, 
Richly encloſed with ruddie eurroll cleues. 
TuſhLacie,ſheis beauties overmatch, 
Itthou ſuruaſt her canous imagerie, . 

Lacie, 1 my lord chedamfel isasfaire, 
As ſimple Suffolks homely towns canyeeld: 
Bur im the court be quainterdamesthan ſhe, 


: Whoſe faces are enricht with honours taint, 


| Wholebewnes ſtand vpon the ſtageof fame, 


And yaunttheir trophiesinthe courts of loue, 
Edn , Ah Ned,bur hadſt thou watchrt her asmy (elf, 
And ſcene the (ecrer bewries of the maid, 
Their courtly coineſle were burttoolery. 
Erm:bie, Why how watcht you her mylord ? 
Ednard, When as ſhe (wepr like Fexus through the houſe, 
Andin her ſhape faſt toulded vp my rhoughres: 
Imo the Miikhouſe went I with the maid, 
And there amongſtthe cream-boles ſhe did ſhine, 
As Pallace, mongſt her Princely huſwiferie: 
1eturnd herſmockeouer herLilly armes, 
And diued them into milke ro run her cheeſe: 
Bur whiter thanthe milke her chnſtall skin, 
COT with linesof Azur made her bluſh, 
hat art ornature durſtbring for compare, 
Ermsbie if thou hadſt — I didnore itwell, 
How bewric plaid the huſwife, how this girle 
Like LZcrece laid herfingersrothe worke, 
Thouwouldeſt with 7 «rquine hazard Roome and all 
eld. 
Rapbe, Sirha Ned,wouldi(t he) haucher? 
Edward. ] Rephe. 
Raphe, Why Ned I haue laid the plotin my head thou 
ſhalt haue her alrcadie. 
Edward, Ile gine thee anc coatand leamemethar. 


Rephe, 


» 


T he honourable hiſtoric of Frier Bacon, 
Robe, Wiiy firraNed weel ride ro Oxford to Frier Bacon,oh 
| heisabcaue (chollerſirra, rhey ſay heis a brave Nigromancer, 
thathecan'mike women of deuils, and hee can iuggle cats into 
Coltermongers, 
Edward. And how then Rephe? 
XRephe., Marty firhathou ſhalrgoro him, and becauſe thy fa- 
cher Zarry ſhall not miſe thee, hee ſhall rune me imtothee; and 
Hero the Court,and Ile = ir out, and he ſhall make thee ej- 
ther a ſilken purſe, full of gold, or elſe afine wrought limocke. 

Edward. But howſhall I haue the mayd * 

Kaphe, Marry firha, if thou beet a filken purſe full of gold, 
then onſundaies ſheele hang thee by herſide, and you mult nor 
ſay a word, Nowſir whenſhe comes intoa greatpreaſe ot people, 
for feare of the cur-purſe on a {odaine ſheele ſwap thee into her 
plackerd, then firhabeing there youmay plead for your ſelfe. 

Ermsbie, Excellemtpollicie. 

Edward, Burt how if I be a wrought ſmocke. 

Raphe. Thenſheclepurthee into her cheſt and lay thee in- 
roLauender, and ypon ſome good day ſheelepur thee on, and ar 
nightwhenyou gotobed , thenbeing rurnd tromaſmocke to a 

' man,you may make vp the match. 

Lacie, Wondertully wiſely counſelled Repbe, 

Edward, Raphe ſhall haue anew coate. 

Rep . God thanke you whenl hauc icon my backe Ned, 

Edward, Lacle the foole hath laid a pertcplor, 

For why our countrie Margret is ſo coy, 

And ſtandes ſo much vpon her honeſt pointes, 

That marriage or no market with the mayd: 
 Ermilie,ie maſt be nigromaricke [wok , 


% s 
- 
& 
+ 
A 
[4 
kg 
as 
: 
, 
5 
[5 
is 
* ex 
f: 
0 


And charmes of art that muſt inchaine herloue, 


_ Orclſeſhall Zdward never winthe girle, 
Therefore my wags weele horſe vs1n the morne; 
Andpolt ro Oxtordto this iolly Frier, 
Zi Baconſhall by his magicke doe this deed, SP 
| Warren, Contentmy lord , andthars aſpeedy way 
Toweanetheſe head-(trong puppies fromrhe tear, 


T he honourable h1/torie of Frier Bacon. 


Edward, T am ynknowne, nor takenfor the Prince, 
They onely deeme vsfrolicke Courtiers, 
Thar reuel| thus among our lieges game: 

Therctorel haue ruiſed a pollicie, 

Lacic, thou knowſt nexr friday is $.Fames, 

And rhgathe country flockes to Harlſtonfaire , 

Then will the keepers daughter trolicketherc, 

And ouer-ſhine the of allthe maids, 

Tharcome toſee,and ro beſcene that day. 

Haunt thee diſguiſd among the countric {waines, 

Fain tharrt a farmers ſonne,nor far fromrhence, 

Efpie her loues,and who ſhe liketh beſt : 

Coar him, and courther ro controll the clowne, 

Say thatthe Courtiertyredallin greene, 

That helpt herhandſomly torun her cheeſe, 

And fild her farhers lodge with veniſon, 

Comrmends him,and ſends fairingsto herſelfe, 

Buy ſome thing wotrhe of her parentage, 

Nor wortit her beautie for Laciethenthe faire, 

Aftords ao lewell fitting forthe mayd : 

And when thou talkeſt oi me; nore if ſhe bluſh, 

Oh then ſhe loues, burit her checkeswaxepale, 

Difdaine iris. Lacie ſend how ſhe fares, 

Andpare notim= nor coſt to win her loues, 

Lecre. I will my loxd fo executethis charge, 

As ifthatLacie wereinlouewithher. ro. 
Edward. Send |cttersſpeedily ro Oxfordof the nevves, 
Rap4e, Andſirha Lacie, buy mea thouſand thouſand milli- 

on ol fine bels. | 

__ Lecie, Wharwiltthoudoewithrhem Raphe? * 
rephe, Mary every time that Ned fighs fot the keepers 

daug!iter, lie ttea bell abour him, and ſowithin three orfoure 

daies I wil! ſend word to tus father #arry, thathis ſonne and my 
matter Ned is become Loues morrisdance. 

Edvw«r!, WelkLacic,boke with carevnto thy charge, 

And I will haſt tro Oxford to theFrier, f Uh TOW +4. 
| B Thar 


£ The honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. 
"Thathe dy arr,and thouby ſecrer pits, 
'H Maiſtmakeme lord of merrie Fretingfield., | 
F Lacie, God ſend your honour your harrs deſire, Exeunr, 


| Enter frier B acon,with Miles his poore ſcholer with bookes 
 ender his arme with them Burden, Maſon, 
Clement three doitors. 


Bacon. Mileswhereare you ? 
Miles, Hicſum defliſume C& rewerendiſuime deter, 
Baton, Attulifti nes libros mers de Necromantia, 
Miles, Ecce quam bonum > quam ucundum, bebitares libres 
11 Vnum. | i” 5 
Becon, Now maiſtersof our Academickeſtare, , - 
Thatrulejin Oxford V rzroies in yourplace, 
i Whoſe heads containe Maps of the hi 
| Spending your timein ofleamned kill, - 
7 Why flocke you thusta Bacons ſecrer Cell, - -- 
A Fcier newly ſtaldeinBrazermoſe, . © 
Say whats your mind; thit I may makoreplie. 
0 Burden, Baconwe hear,thatlong we haue faſpe&, 
'S Tharthouartreadin Magicksmyſtene, . * 
| In Promancie to diyive by flames, 
Torell by Hadromaricke,ebbes and rides, 
By Acromanciec,to diſcouerdoubrs, 
Toplainec ueſtions,as Apollo did. 
l . || Bacon. VpllmaiſterBurden,what of all this? 
1 Miles, Mariefir hedoth bur fulfill by rehearſing of theſe 
names the Fableof the Fox and the grapes, that which is aboue 
reainsyorhing to vs. © | 
Tz | Burden, Irelbthee Bacon,Oxtord makes report, 
on Nay England,and the court of Hemie ſaics, 
|| eprtndons 
ic | and Aphoriſmes, 
And rcadale@turein Pluloſoptuc, L 


arts, 


— 
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Frier Bacon. 
_—_ 


The honoarable hiflorie of 
Andby the helpe of Diuels and Nh 


T hou meanſt eremany = qa GA _ 
Tocompaſle Engl a wall of br 
Bacon, phryean of this? 
Miles, What ofthis maiſter,why he dorh ſpeakmyſtically, 
for he kno;ves if yourskill faile ro make a brazen head, yer mo- 
ther waters ſtrong ale will fir his rurne romake him haue a Cop- 
pernoſe. 

Clement. Bacon we coine not greeuing atthy 5kill, 
Bur ioiens that our Academie yeeids 


A man {i uppolde the ivoonderotrhe world, 
Forif chy cunning worke theſe myracles, 
Baden ding and Europe ſhall admire thy fame, 
And Oxford hall incharaQers of braſle, 
And ſtarues,fuch as were built vp in Rome, 
Eternize Frier Bacon for his arr. 
Maſon. Thengentle Frier,cell vs thy intent, 
Bacon. Secing yo ou come as ow vneo the frier 
Reſolue you doctors, Bacon can by bookes, 
Make ſtorming Boreas thunder e his caue, 
And dmmme fare Luna toa darke Eclipſe, 
The great arch-ruler,potentate of hell, 
Trembles, when Bacon bids him,or bin fends, 
Borw to the force of his Pentageron. 
What artcanworke,the folickefricr knowes, 
And therefore will I rurne my Magicke bookes, 
And ſtraincout Nigromancie tothe deepe, 
I haue contrivd and framde a headoof braſle, 
(1 made Belcephon hammer qutrhe ſtufte) 
Andthatby arr ſhallread Philoſophic, 
And1will ns England by my skill, 
Thariften Czſars livdand raignd in Rome, 
With all the legions Ewe conraine, 
They ſhoutdnor trouch a grafle of Engliſh ground, 
Thei worke that Ninus reardat Babylon, 
Thebrazenwalles ious by Semiranus, 
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T he hozonrable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon, 


Carucd our like to the porrall of the ſunne, 

Shall notbe ſuchasrings the Engliſh ſtrond : 

From Douer tothemarker place of Rie. 
Burden. Is thispoſable? 

Miles, Tlebring ye to orthree witneſles, 
Burden, What be thoſe? - 
Miles. Marry ſirthree or fonre as honeſt diuels , and good 

anions as any bein hell, | 
Maſon, No doubt bur magicke may doe much inthis, 
For he thatreades bur Mathemanckerules, 
Shall finde concluſions that auaile ro worke, 
Wondersthar paſſe the common ſenſe otmen. 
Purden, Biit Bacon raues a bow beyond hisreach, 
 . Andrelsof more than magicke canperforme : 
Thinking to ger a fame by tooleries, 
Haue I not palt asfarre inſiate of ſchooles: 
And red of many ſecrets,yettothinke, 
Thar heads of Braſlecanvrrer any voice, 
Or more, tore}! of deepephiloſophic, 
This1s a fable &/e7 had forgor. 

Bacon, Burden, thou vwrongit me indetra Qing thus, 
aaconloucs not tollufte him(elte with lies : 
But reli me fore theſe DuRors if thou dare, 
Otcerraine queſtions I ſhall moue to thee. 

Zurden, | will aske, what thoucan. - 

Mi.s. Marne fir heele ſtraight be on your pickpacke to 
knowe whether the feminine or the maſcuiin gender be moſt 
worthie. 

Bacon. Were you not yeſterday maiſter Burden at Healy 
yponthe Thembs? 

Burden, ] was,what then? 

Bacon, Whar booke ſtudied youthereonal! night? 

Burden, ], noneat all I red nottherea line. 

Bacon, I hen doors, Frier Bacons art knowes nous hr , 


Clement, What ſay youtothis maiſtcrBurdendorh hee nor 
touch you? 


co 
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The hondurable hiftorie of Frier Bacon. 
Burden, I pale not of his frivolous ſpeeches. 
_ Miles, Nay maiſter Burden , my maiſter ere hee hath done 
with you, will rurne youfroma duRtor to a dunce, and ſhake you 


foſmall, that he will lcaue no more learninginyouthanisin B«- 


laams Alle. 
Bacon, Maiſters,for that leamed Burdens skill isdeepe, 

And fore he doubts of Bacons Cabaliſme : 

Ileſhewyou why he hauntsro Henly oft, 

Nor dottorsforto taſt the fragrant aire: / 

Burthere to ſpend the nightin Alcumie, 

To mulriplie with ſecrer ſpels of arr. ' 

Thuspriuar ſteales he learning from vs all, 

To prooue my ſayings true, Ileſhewyouſtraight, * 

The booke he keepesatHenlyfor himſelfe, —  - 
Miles, Nay now my maiſter goes to coniuration,take heede. 

CY ſtill, feare nor, Neſhewe you bur his 
Rt F | 


Ecerehe contures, 


Ter emues devs 1n/ernales Bel:ephon, 


% 


Eater a woman with a ſhoulder of mutton” 
0n 4 ſpit,and a Denill, S 


Miles, Oh maiſter ceaſe your conturation,or you ſpoile all,for 
heeres a ſhee dtuell come with aſhoulderofmutrcn on 5 fpir, you 
haue mard the duels ſupper, butno doubr heethinkes or Ile 
ledge fare is ſlender, WS: {o hath ſent you his cooke with a ſhoul- 
derof muttonto makeit exceed, | | 

Hoſie{*, Oh where am I,or whats become ofme. 

Bacor, Vhar art thou? SR. 

Hoifteſe, Hoſtelle at Henly miſtreſſc of the Bell. 

Bacon, How cameſt thou heere. | 

Hoiſteſſe, As] wasinthe knchenmongſt rhemaydes, - - 
Spittiag the meate againſt ſupper for my gueſſe: + 
A motion moouedme to hols torth ofdore, - 

B 3 


No 


| The honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon, 
 Noſooner had Iptied ntorhe yard, 
Bur ſtraighrh whirlewind hoiſted me from hence, 
| Andmountedme aloft vntortheclondes: * 
Ax inatcanceIrhoughtnor feared noughr, 
Norknoyw I where or whether I was rane : 
Nor whete 1 #m,nor what theſeperſons be, 
Baron. No, know younor maiſter Burden. 
Heſteſie. Oh yes good fir, he is mydailygueſt, 
What maiſter Burden, twas but yeſternight, 
Thar you andI at Henlyplaidarcardes. 
Burden, I knowe not what we did, a poxe of all comuring 
Friers. 

Clement, Now iolly Friertell vs, is this the booke 
that Burdenis ſocarefull eo looke on? | 
+ + Bacon; Iris, but Burdencellmenow, 

'Thinkeſt crhoutharBacons Nicromanricke skill, 
Cannot performe his head and wall of Braſle, 
When hecan fetch thine hoſteſſe in ſuch poſt. 

Mules, Ile wagrant youmaiſter, if maiſter Burden could con- 
wreaswell as you} hee would haue his booke eueric nzht from 
Healy ro ſtudy on at Oxtord, 

Maſon, Burden whatare you mared by this frolicke Frier, 
Looke how he droops, his ewiric conlcience 
 Driues himto baſhand makes his hoſteſſe bluſh. 

' Bacon, Well miſtres for I wilnot haue you miſt, 

Y ouſhallro Healy ro cheere vp yourgueſts 
Fore ſupper ginne, Burden bid her adew, 
Say farewell royourholtelle fore ſhe goes, 
Sirha away ,andſer herſafe athome. 


Hefieſe. Maiſter Butden , when ſhall weſee you at Henly. 
Excunt Hojteſſe and the Dewill, 


Burden. Thedeuill takethee and Healy too. 
AMues, Maiſter ſhallI make agood motion. 
Bacon, Whars thar? - 


Miles, Marry firnowe thatmy hoſtelle is gone roprouide 
___ upper, 
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T he honourable hiftorie of Frier Bacon. 
ſupper, comure vpanother ſpuite, and ſend door Burden fly+ 
we after. | | Vas 
- Bacon, Thus rulers of our Accademickeſtare, - 
You haueſcene the Frier frame his art by proofer © | 
1 :©,C SST? 


And as the colledgecalled Braze ; 

Is vnder him and he the maiſterthere: + © 1 

Soſurely ſhall this head of brafle beframde; -. » 

And yeeldforth ſtrange and vncoth Aphoriſmes: "R 

And Hclland Heccateſhallfarie thekimer; 21 - 1 4 | 

Burl will circle England round wttybrafle,' <: 22.44 2 5 br 
Miles. Sobeny & nance ſemptr, Amen) itn Toney 

| ZExountomne, ' © 


Enter Muygaret the faire miyd of Freſinefield , with Thomas 
1d lone, and ther clones : 'Latie difenifed in countrie 
apparell, _ "6 i 


a 


Thomas, By my troth Margret heeres a wether is able to 
make 4mancall hisfarher whorlaif this wether hold wee ſhall 
hauec hay good cheape , and buirer and cheeſe at Harlſtonwill- 
beareno price. - 
 Margret, Thomas,maides whenthey come toſcethe faire, 
Count not to make a cope fordearthof hay, 
When we haue turnd our buttertothe ſalt, 
And ſet our cheeſeſafely ypontherackes. 
Then lerourfathers ptiſeiras rhey pleaſe, - 
We countric ſluts oh merry Freſingficld, 
Cometo buy nced{c{[enoughrstromakevysfine, 
Ard looketharyong-men ſhouldbe francke rhis day, 
And court vs with ſuch fairings asthey can, ' 
Phebus is blythe and frolicke lookes from heauen, - 
As when he courted lovely Semele : 
Swearing the pedlers ſhall haue empriepacks, 
Iftharfaire wether may make chapmen buy. 
Lacie, Burlouel Pegeie Semelets dead, 
Andtherefore Phabs from his pallaceprics, 


EF T he honowrable hiftlorie of Frier Bacon. 
Andſeeing ſuch a ſwectand ſeemly faint, - 
Shewesall his glories forro court your ſelfe. © 
Margret, This a fairing gendle lirindeed, _ 
Toſooth me vp with ſuglſmoorh flarterie, 
Bur learne of me your ſcofles xa. broad before : ' - 
Well Ione our bewties muſt abide their teſtes, 
Welerue the rurne inidlly Frefingficld. = 
Tone, og afarmers daughter for afarmers { 
L warrant youthe meaneſtþfvs both, oy 0s, 
Shall haue a mate roleadevsfrom the Church: oy ito, 
Bur Thomas whats he newes? whatinadumpe, |. 
Giue me your hand;we arencerea pedlers ſhop, 
Our with your purſe we mult hauc Firin SNOW, 
.» Th:mas, Fainh Lane Jng ſhall, Ile bares you,and 


thenwe will ro 


c Taucrn, and ſnapoffa puntof wine or nyo. 


All this while Lacie whi/pers Marger in the nary; 


Margret. Whence axe youſir,of Sulfolke,for your rearmes 

are finerthanthe commoh;ſort of mea? .;, y 
Lacie, Faith louely girle, I am of Beckles by,  , 

Yourneighbour not aboue {ix miles from hence, | 

A farmers ſonne that, never vas io quaine,,.- - «+ -- 

«Bur that he could do courreſie tofuch dames : ; -;.. 
 Burrruſt me MargretT amfcar in charge, NS and ves 
From himthat reucld inyourfatitys hoylſe;; :;- |, +: - 
And fild his Lodge with cheere andiveniſon;. : . 

Tyredin greene, he ſengyouthiscich purſe : 

His token,that he heipryou runyourcheeſe, , . 

Andinthe milkhouſe charted with yourſelfe, ', _ 
Margret. Tome, youtorgetyourſelfe. ' -,. ;-:'- 
Latic, Womenare often weakein memorie.;;-:1- -!, - | 
Margret, Oh pardonſir,l call romindthe man, - 

Twerelirtle mannersto refuſc his gift, -- 

Andyet I hope he ſendsitnotfortoue; | , | eh 

Forwe haue little leifurero debate of that, -, '1, ..,'.1,, 1 

W15 | . [oue, 


T he honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. 
Ione, What Margret bluſhnor,mayds muſt haue theis 


| Joues. 
Thomas, Nay by the maſle ſhe lookes pale as if ſhe were 
: angrie. Bo 
: F Richard. Sirha are you of Beckls ? I pray how dooth good- 
| man Cob,my father boughta horſe of him, Iletell you Marger, 
a were good to be a gentlemans ade, for of all things the toulc 
hilding could not abide a doongcarr. 
Margret. How difterentis this farmerfromthe reſt, 
Thar earſt as yet hathpleaſd my wandringf1ghr, 
His words are wittie,quickened with a {mule, 
His courreſie enrld inciting of the court, 

 Facillanddebonaire inall his deeds, 
Proportiond as was Paris, when1n gray, 

! Hecourred Acnon inthe valeby Troy. 

* Greartlordshaue comeand pleaded for my loue, 
* Whobutrhekeepers laſle of Freſingfheld, 
: Andyer methinks this Farmersiolly ſonne, 
* Paſleththe prowdeſtthat harh pleaſd mine eye. 
 * Bur Peg diſcloſe notthatrthou art inloue, 
! Andſhewasyctnoſigneofloueto him, 
?- Althoughthou well wouldſt wiſh hun tor thy love 

| Keepethatrothee nill time doth ſerue thy turne, 

| To thew the greefe wherein thy heart doth burne. 
2 Comeloneand Thomas,ſhall we tothe faire, 

! YouBeckls man willnor forſake ys now, 

Zacrie, Not whilſt I may haye ſuchquaint giris as yau, . 
? Margrer, Well if you chaunce to come by Freſingfield, 
: Makeburaſtepintothekeeperslodge, | 
* Andfuch res fare as Woodmen can affoord, 

ch 


2 Burterandcheeſe,creame,and fat veniſon, we, 
; 2? Youſhall haneſtoreandwelcometherewithall. 
Lacie, Gramarcies Peggze,looke for me care long, | 
Exeunt omues, 


"#4 Enter 


T he honourable hiſloric of Frier Bacon. 


Enter Henry the third,the emperour the king of C:ſlile, Elinox 
his daughter ,laques Vandermaji a Germaine. 


Henrie, Great menof Europe,monarks of the Weſt, 
Ringd with the wals of oid Oceans, 

[| Whole loftic ſurges!1ke the batre;menrs, 
__ Thar compaſt high bwlt Babell in with towers, 

1 Welcome my lords, welcome braue welterne kingy, 
'To Englands ſhore, whoſe promonrone clecues, 
Shewes Albion is another Intle world, 

Welcome ſayes Engliſh Henne toyou all, 

Chieſly vnto the louely Eleanour, 

Who darde for Edwardsiake cutthrough the ſeas, 
And yenture as Agenors damſel|rhrough the deepe, 
Togertheloue of Henries wamon ſonne. 

Caſtle, Englandsnch Monarch braue Plantagener, 
The Pyren mounts ſwelling abouethe clouds, 
That ward the welthic Caſlileinwith walles, 
Could nor deraine the beautious Eleanour, 
| Bur hearing of the fame of Edwards youth, 

2 gilt Shedardero brooke Neptunus haughticpride, 
=$£:11 And bide the brunt of froward Eolus, 
Thenmay faire England welcome her the more. 

Elinor, Afrterthar Engliſh Henrie by his lords, 

Had ſentpriuce Edwards louely i, 
A preſent ro the Caſble Elmor, 

The comly pourtran of ſo braue a man, 

The vertuous fame diſcourſed of his deeds, 


Edwards couragious reſolution, 


ar | Done at the holy land fore Damas walles, 
ll } | Ledbothmineeycandthoughts incquall links, 
Tolikeſoof the Engliſh Monarchs ſonne, 
Thar lartempred perrils for hisſake. 
Emperour, Whereis the Prince,my lord? | 
Henrie, He poſted down,nor cs from the court, 


Tos 


' 
: 
1} » 


: 'T he honourable hiftorie of Friey Bacon. 
' To Suffolkeſide,to merrieFremingham, 

# To ſport himſelte amongſt my fallow deere, 

* Fromthence by packets ſent ro Hampton houſe, 

* Wehearethe Princeis ridden with his lords, 

To Oxford,nthe Academie there, 

To hearediſpurte amongſtthe learned men, 

But we will ſend foorth letters for my ſonne, 

Towill him come from Oxford rothe court. 

Empe, Nayrather Henrieletvs as webe, 
Rideforro viſte Oxford withourtraine, 
Fainewould I ſee your Vniuerſities, 

And what learned men your Academie yields, 

From Haſpurg haue'I brought a learned clarke, 

To hold diſpute with Engliſh Orarors. 

T his door ſurnamde Iaques V andermaſt, 

A Germaine borne,paſt into Padua, 

To Florence,and'tofaire Bolonia, 

ToParis,Rheims,and ſtately Orleans, 

And talking there with menof art,purdowne 

The chicteſtofrhemall in Aphoriſmes, 

In Magicke,and the Mathemartickerules, 

Nowler vs Hearietric himinyour ſchooles. 
Henrie, Heſhal my lord,this motionlikes me wel, 

Weele progreſleſtraightro Oxford with ourtrains, 

And ſcewhart menour Acadcmie bringes. 

And woonder V andermaſt welcome tome 

In Oxtord ſhaltthou find a iollie frier, 

CaldFrierBacon,Englands only flower 

Set him but Non-plus in his magicke ſpels, 

And make him yeeld in Mathemaricke rules, 

Andtforthy glorie I will bind thy browes, 

Nor with a poers garlandmadeot Baies, 

Butwith a coronerof choiceſt gold; 

Whilſt then we fit ro Oxford with our troupes, 


Lers in and banquerinour Engliſhcourt,  Zxvr, 


G: 9 Enter 
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T he honoxrable biſloric of Frier Bacoa, 


Enter Raphe Simnell in Edwerdes apperrell, Ed. 


Rephr. Where bertheſe vacabond knaues rhar they attend 
no berter on their maiſter? . 

Edward. Ifit pleaſe your hanour we are all ready ataninch, 

Rophe. Sirha Ned, Ile haue no more poſt horſc to ride on, 
Ie haue anorherterch. * FREEY 

Ermsbie, I pray you how isthatmy Lord ? 

Raphe, Marrie (ir, Ile ſend tothe Lie of Eely forfoure or five 
dozenof Geeſe,and Ile haue them tide fix and ſix rogether with 
whipcord , Now vpon thicir backes will I haucafaire field bed, 
with a Canapie, and ſo whenitis mypleaſure Ile flee imo whart 
placeI pleaſc; this will be caſte. 
 _ Warren, Your honour hath ſaid well,burſhall weto Braſen- 
noſe Colledge before we pull oft our baotes. - 


Ermsbie, Warren well motioned, wee willto rhe Frier 


| Before wereuell it wirhinthe towne. 


Raphe ſce you keepe your countenance like a Prince. 
Raphe, Wherefore haue Luch acompanic of cutting knaues 
ro wait ypon me,bur tc«ceep and defend my countenance againſt 


| Allnuneenenues:hauc you not good ſwords and bucklers. 


Enter Bicon and Miles. 


Ermibie, Stay who comes heere. : 

Warren, Some (choller,and weele aske him where FnerBa- 
cons. | 

Bacon, Why thou arrant duncefhal I neuer make thee good 
ſcholler, doth nor all the rownecrie our, and ſay , Frier Bacons 
(ubſiſer is the greareſtblockheddn all Oxtord, why thoucanlt 
not ſpeake one word of true Latine. ' 

Miles, No fir, ves whatis this els; ®go nm runs homo, Tam 
your man, I warrant you fir as good Tullies phraſe as any 15in 
Oxtord. RON SOR | 


Bacon, 


T he honourable hiſlorie of Frier Bacon. 

Bacon, Come onſirha, whar part of ſpeech is Ege. 

Miles, Ege,that is |, marric n-men ſabitaniiuo, 

Bacon, How prooue yourhar? | 

Miles, Why firlerhumproouc humſelfe and a will , 1 canbe 
hard feltand vnderſtood. | 

Bacon, Oh groſle dunce. 

Herebeate kin, 

Edw, Comelert vs breake off rhis diſpute berweentheſe rwo. 
Sirha, where is Brazeynole Colledge. 

Miles, Not far from Copper-{nurhes hall, 

Edward. Whar doelt thoumocke me. 

Miles, Notl fir, burwhat would youar Brazennole : 

Ermsbie, M urie we would ſpeake with frier Bacon. 

Myles, Whoſe menbe you. 

Erinshie, Mame (choller heres our maiſter, 

Raphe. Sirhal amthe maiſter of theſe good fellowes, mayſt 
thou not know me tobe a Lord by my reparrell. 


Miles, Then heeres good game tor the hawke, for heersthe 


mailter foolc, and a couic of Cockscombs, one wiſe man]T thinke 
would ſpring youall, 
Edward, Gogs wounds Warren kill him. 


O 


Y Parren, Why NedI thinkethe dewll bein my ſhearh, I 
cannot ger our my dagger. 
Ermsbie, Norl mine, Swones Ned I rhinke I am bewitchr. 
Miles. A companic of ſcabbes,the proudeſt of you all drawc 
your weaponif he can, 
Sechow boldly I ſpeake now my maiſter js by. 
Edward, I ſtrive in vaine,burif my ſword be ſhur, 
And coniured faſt by magicke in my ſheath, 
Villainc heere is my fiſt. 
| Strike him a box on the eare. 
Miles, OhIbeſecch you coniure his hands roo,that hemay 
not lift his armes ro his head, for heislighrfingered. 
&ephe. Ned (trike him, Lle warrant thee by mine honour. 
Bacon, \Winat meanesthe Engliſh prince to wrong my man, 
Edward, To whom (peakeſt thou. 


C2 Bacon, 


T he honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. 


£:con, Torhee. 
Elward, \Whoarrt thou. 
Bon, Could you notiudge when all yourſwords grewtaſl, 


Thar frier Bicon was notfarrc trom hence: 


Edward kiaz Henries foune and Panceof Wales, 


Thy foole diſeui{d cannot conceale thy (elle, 


I knowboth Ermsbic and the Suſlex Erle, 

Els Frier Bacon had bur little skill, 

Thoucomeſt inpolt from merrie Freſingfteld, 

Faſt fancied tothe keepers bonny lafle, 

To craue ſomeſuccour ot tac iolly Frier, 

And Lacie Eare of Lincolne haſt thou lefr, 

To treatfaire Margrettoallowthy loues : 

Burfriends are men, and louc can baffle lords. 

The Earle both wocs and courtes her for himlelfe, 
P Parren, Ned this is ſtrange, the frier knowerh al. 
Erm:bie. Appollo couldnor veter morethanthis. 
Edward, I {tand amazed to heare this iolly Fricr, 

Tell euenthevenie ſecrets of my thoughts : 


O 
Burlcarned Bacon ſince t:20u knowelt the cauſe, 


Why 1 did poſtſo laſt from Frefingfteld, 
Helpe Frierarapinch,thar I may haue 
Theloue of louely NLargretto my ſelfe; 
And as I amtrue Prince of Wales, Ile eine 
Liuing and lands to ſtrength ry colledge ſtare, 

Y Yarren, Good Fner helpetae Princeinthis. ; 

Raphe. Why ſervant Ned, will not the frier doe it. Were | 
notmy ſword glued to my ſcabberd by coniuration, I would cur | 
oft his headand make him do it by force, 

Miles. Infaith mylord , your manhood and yourſwword all a- 
like, they areſofaſt comured that we ſhall never ſee them. 

Ermbre, Wart door 11a dumpe, tuſh helperhe prince, ; 
And thouſhalrſce how liberall he willprooue, 

Bacon, Craue nopſuch actions, greater dumps than theſe, 
I will ny lord ſtraine out my magicke ſpels, 


For this day comes the earle to Frelingfield, 


And 


T he hononrable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. => 
And fore that night ſhurs in the day with darke, | 
Thealebe "Wat. 67 echroother a(t: 
But come with me,wccle to my ſtudicſtraighr, 
Ard inaglafle proipeQtiueI willſhew 
Whars done this day in m-rry Freſinghield. 
Edwerd, Gramercies Bacon,l will quite thy paine, 
Bacon, Bur ſend yourtraine my lord intorthe towne, 
My ſchollerſhall go bnng themrotheir Inne: 
Mecane while weeleſee the knauericotthe carle. 
Ed4-4 d, Warren leaue me and Ennsbie,take thefoole, 
Ler hun be maiſter and goreuellir, 
T1ll1 and Frier Bacontaikea while, 
Y YVarren, Wewill my lord. 
Rapbe. Faith Ned andle lord it out tillthou comeſt, Ue be 
Prince of Wale> oucrallthe blacke ports inOxturd. 


Exennt, 
Bacon and Edward gnes into the ſtudy. 


Bacen, Now froljck7.d: yard, welcome tomy Cell, 
Heere temp-rs F:1cr Bacon many roies: 
And holds thus place hus confiſtorie court, 
Wherinthe diuelspleads homage to his words, 
VVithin this glaflepr./peQtue rhovſhairſee 
1 his day whats done merry Freſingfteld, 
1 wretloueiy Peggie and the Lincolne carle, 
Edward. Faerthou gladſt me, nowſhall Edward trie, 
How Laciemeanerhro E ſouerargne lord. 


B«cox. Stand there and looke dueRtly intheglaſle, 


Enter Margret and Frier Bungay, 


Danes, VWherkoremy lord. pl 
I ſeethe keepers louely lafle appeare, 
As bright-ſunne asthe parramourot Mars, | 


> The hononrable hiſtoric of Frier Bacon. 
Onely atrendedby aiolly frier. 

Zacen, Sir ſtill and keeperhe chriſtallin youreye, 
Margret, Buttell me Fer Bungay isirtrue, 
Thar this faire conrtious countrie ſiwame, 

Who ſaies his fatheris a farmer mie, 
Can belord Lacie carleof Lincolnſhire. 

Bungay, Peggie ris true, tis Lacie formy life, 
Orelſemine art and cunning borh dorh faile: 
Leftby prince Edward toprocure his loues , | 
Forhe in greenerhat holpe you runne your cheeſe, 
Is ſonne to Henry and theprince of Wales. 
Margrer, Bewhat he will hislureis butfor luſt. 
Bur did lord Lacie like poore Margret, 

Or would he daine towed a countrielaſle, 
Frier, I would his humble handmayd be, 


Andfor great wealth,quite him with courteſie. 
Bungay. Why Margretdoeſtthouloue him. 
Maergrer. His perlonage like theprideofvaunting Trov, 
Might well auonch ro ſhadow Hellens cape: 
His witis quicke and readic in conccit, 
As Greeceaffoorded inher chiefelt prime 
Courreouws,al Friertull of pleaſing ſmiles, 
Truſt me I laue too muchto telltheemore, 
Suffice ro me he is Englands parramour. 
Bungay. Hath not ech eyethat viewdrthy pleaſing face, 
-  Surnamedrhee faire maid of Ereſiefield, 
| __ Mergret, Yes Bungay,and would God 
Had that ine/*,thatſo ſoughr. 
Pungay. Feare KG Fe willnatbe behind, 
Toſhew hiscunningtoentangle loue. 
Edward, I rhinke the Friercourts the bonny wench, 
Bacon,me thinkes he is a luſtie churle, 
Bacon, Now looke my lord. 


thelouely Earle 


Emler Lacie, _ 
Edward, Gogs wounds Bacon heere comesLacie. 


Bacon, 
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T he honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon, 
Becon. Sit ſtill my lord and markethe commedie. 
Bunge. Heeres Lacie, Margrerſtepalide awhile, 
Lacie, Daphne the damſell, thar caught Phzbusfaft, 
And lockt him iathe brightneſle of her lookes, 
Ws not ſo beautious in Appollos eyes, 
As is faire Margret to the Lincolne earle, 
Recamthee Lacierhouart put intruſt, 
Edward thy ſoueraignes ſonne hath choſenthee 
A ſecretfriend ro court her for himſelte: 
And dareſt rhou wronzthy Prince vath trechene. 
Lacie, loue makesno acceprtion of a fend, 
Nordeemes it of a Prince bur asa man : 
Honour bids thee contro!! him in his luſt, 
His wooing isnot for ro wed the girle, 
Burtointrap her and beguile the lafle: 
Lacie thou loueſt, rh enbrookenot ſuch abuſe, 
Bur wed her, and abide thy Princes frowne: 
For betrer die,then ſec her liue diſgracde. 
Margret, Come Frier I will ſhake him from his dumpes , 
How cheere youſir, a penie for yourthought: 
Yourearly vp,pray Godit be the neere, 
What comefrom Beck!esin a morne ſo foone. 
 Zaere, Thus warchfull are fuch menas line in loue, 
Whoſe eyes brooke broken flumbers for their leepe, 
Itell thee Peovoie ſince laſt Harlſton faire, 
My mind hath fe'r a heape of paſsions. 
Hargret, Artruſtic man that courtirfor your friend, 
Wooyouſti!l forthe courrierallingreene, 
I maruell char he ſyes rior for himſete. 2 
Lacie, Peggie, I pleaded fir{tro ger your gracefor him, 
But witen muae ei25 furnaid your beautious Jookes 
Louclike awagge,ſtrai 3hrdiued imo my heart, 
And theredid thrinsthe 1d24 of your (e!fe : 
Pittizme thougi I bea farmers loane, 
And mcaſure notmy riches but my loue. ge 
MHargre?, You are vcric haſhe for ro garden well, - 
D Secdes 


T he hondurable hiſtorie of Frier Bacow. 


Seeds muſt hauc timero ſprout before they ſpring, 
Loue ought to creepe as doth the dials ſhade, 
For tumely ripe is rotten too too ſoone. 

Bungay. Deus hic, roome for a merry Frier, 
Whar youth of Beckles, with the keepers laſle, 
Tis well, bur tell me heere you any newes, 

Margret, No, Frier what newes. 

Bungay, Heere you not how the purſeuanrsdo poft, 
With proclamations through ech country towne: 

Lacie, For whatgentle trier tell the newes. 

Bungay, Dwelit thou inBeckles & heeritnotof theſe news, 

Lacie theFarle of Lincolneis late fled 

From Windfor court diſguiſed like a ſwairie, | 
And lurkes aboutthe countric heere vnknowne, 
Henrieſulpe&s himof ſometrecheric, 
And therefore doth proclaimein cuery way, 
That who cantakethe Lincolne carle,ihall haue 
Paid in the Exchequertwentic thouſand crownes. 
Lacie, The earle of Lincoln, Frier thou art mad, 
It was ſome other,thou miſtakeſt the man: 
The earleof Lincolne,why it cannot be. 

Margrer, Y es verie well my lord, for youare he, 
The keepers daughter raoke youpriſoner, 
Lord Lacie yeeld, Ile beyour gailor once. 

Edward, Howtfamiliar they be Bacon. 

Bacon. Sitſhll and marke the ſequel of their loues, 

Lecce, Thenam I double priſoner to thy ſelfe, 
Peggie,l yeeld,bur are theſe newes inieſt, 
= Aargret, nz with you, bur earneſt vmro me: 
- || For why, theſe wrongs dowring me atthe heart, 
ov Ah hoy theſe carles and noble men of birth, 
Flarterandaine to forge poore womens ill. 

Lace. Belecue melaſle, I amrthe Lincolne earle, 
Inor denic,but ryred thus inrags 
I lived diſguifd ro winne faire p egoies loue, 

Margret, Whas loueisthere where wedding ends m_—_ 

(leo | 


T he honourable hifforie of Frier Bacon. 
Lacre, I meantfaire girle romake thee Lacies wife. 
Margret,] |idethinke that earles wil ſtoopſo low, 
Lacie. Say,ſhali Imake thee counteſle ere 1 leep. 
Marg Handmaid vntothe carle ſopleaſe himlelte 
A wife in name, but ſeruantin obedience. 
Lecie, TheLincolne countelle, for it ſhalbe ſo, 
Ileplightrhe bands and ſcale it with a kiſle. 
Edward. Gogs wounds Baconthey kilſe, Ile ſtabthem, 
Bacon. Oh hold your handes my lord itistheglaſle. 
Edward, Collerto fee the traitors gree ſowell, 
Made methinkerhe ſhadowes ſubſtances. 
Bacon, Twerealong poinard my lord, to reach berweene * 
Oxford and Freſingfield, firſtill and ſee more. 
Bungey, Well lord of Lincolne, if your loues be knit, 
And ha: your tongues and thoughts doboth agree : 
To anoid inſuingiarres, Ile hamper vpthe match, 
Iletake my porrace forth, and wed you heere, 
Then goto bedand(ealevpyour defires. 
Lecie, Frier content, Peggic howlike you this? 
Margret. Whar likes my lordispleaſing vnto me, 
Bungay. Then hand-faſt hand,and I wil to my booke, 
Bacou, What ſces my lord now. 
Edward, Bacon,I ſee the louers hand inh 
TheFrierreadic with his portacethere, - 
To wed themborth, rhenam I quite vndone, 
Bacon helpenow , it ere thy magickeſerude, 
Helpe Bacon,ſtop the marriage now, 
It duels ornigromanſie may ſuffice, 
AndIwill giuethee fortiethouſand crownes, 
Bacon, Fearence my lord, Ileſtop theiolly Frier, 
For mumbling vp his oriſons this day. 
Lacie, VV hy ſpeakſtnor Bungay,Frier rothy booke, 


Bungay is mut?, crying Had hud. 
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T he honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacop. 
Reft of ily ſences Bungay,ſhew by ſignes 
If thou be dum whar paſsions holdeth thee. 
| Lacie, Hees dumbe indeed: Bacon hath with his dinels 
Inchanted him,or elſe ſome ſtrange diſcaſe, 
Or Appoplexic hath poſleſt his lung : 
Bur Peggie whathe cannot with his booke 
Weele twixrvs both vnite it vp in hcarr. 
Margret, Elsletrme die my lord a nuſcreant. 
Edward, Why ſtands frier Baconſoamazd. 
Bacon, T haueſtrook him dum my lord,& if your honor pleafe 
Heferch this Bungay ſtraightway from Freſingfield, 


_ Andheſhall dine with vs in Oxtord here. 


Edrerd, Bacon,doethat and thou contenteſt me, 
Lacie, Of couneſie Margret let vs leadthefrier 
Vmorthy fathers lodge, to comfort him 
With brothes to bring hn from this hapleſle trance. 
Aargrer, Orclsmy lord,we were paſsing vakinde 
Toleauerhe fncr ſon his diſtreſle. 


Enter 4 denill,and carrie Bunzay on his backe, 


Margret, O helpe my lord,adevill,adeuill my lord, 
Looke how he carries Bungay on his backe : 
Lers hence for Bacons {pints be abroad. 


Exent, 


Fd+«rd. Bacon] laugh toſee rheiolly Frier 
Mounted vpon the diuell, and how the carle 
Flees with his bonny laſlefor feare, 


Aſſoone as Bungay'1s at Brazennoſe, 
And I haue chatted with the mernefrier, 


_ IwillinpoſthiemetoFriefinghield, 


And quitetheſe wrongs 01 Lacie ereitbe long, 
Bacon, Sobeitmy lord, butler vs ro our dumer: 
For ere we haue takenour repaſt awhile, 


We 


{The honourable hiſtorie of Frier B. '%. 
We ſhall haue Bungay brought ro Brazennoſe. 


Exeunt, 


Enter three doftors , Burden, Maſon , 
| Clement. 


Maſon, Now that we are gatheredintheregenthouſe, 
Irfirs vs talke about the kings repaire , 
For he troopt with all the weſterne kings 
T har lie aloneſt the Daaſick ſeas by Eaſt, 
North by the clime of froſtie Germanie, 
The Almain Monarke, and the Scocon duke, 
Caſtile,and louely Ellinorwith him, 
Haue in their ieſts reſolued for Oxford towne. 
Burden, Wemuſtlay plots of ſtately tragedies, 
Strange comick ſhowes,ſuch as proud Roſius 


V aunced before the Romance Emperours. 


Clement, Towelcome all the weſterne Porenrares 
Bur more the king by letters hath foretold, | 
T hat Frederickethe Almaine Emperour 
Hath brought with hima Germane of cſteeme, 


- 


= 


Whoſe ſurname is DonTaqueſle Vandermaſt, 
Skilfull in magicke and thoſe ſecret arts. 

Maſon, Then muſt we all make ſuteyntothefnier, 

ToFrer Baconthathe vouch thusraske, 
And vndertaketo counteruaile in skill 

The German, els theres none in Oxford can, 

Match and diſpute with learned V andermaſt, 

Zurden. Bacon, if he will hold the Germanplay, 
Weele teach himwhatan Engliſh Friercan doe : 
Theduell1 rhinkedarenot diſpute with him. 

Clement, Indeed masdoRtor hepleaſured you, 

In thathe brought your hoſteſſe with her ſpit, C 
From Henly poſting vnto Brazennoſe. 

Burzen, A vengeance on the Frier for his paines, 

Bur leawng thar, lcts hic to Baconſtraighr, 


D3 To 


The hononrable hiſtoric of Frier Bacs. 
Toſecifhewill take this raske in hand. 


Clement. Stay what rumoris this , the rowne is vp 11 a oMt- 
tinic, what hurly burlic is thus ? 


Enter a Conſtable with Raphe, Warren, Ermsbic 
and Miles. 


Conſlable. Nay maiſters if you werenere ſo good, you ſhall 
before the doors to aunlwer your nuſdemeanour, 

Burden, Whars the marrer fellow ? 

Conſtable, Marie ſir,heres a companie of rufflers thar drin« 
kinginthe Tauerne haue madea greatbraule, and almoſt kilde 
the vintner. 

Miles, SaluedoforBurden,this lubberly lurden, 
Ulſhapre and iſl faced,di{daind and diſgraced, 
 Wharherels vnto v-br5,mentitur de nobts, 

Bierden, Whois the maiſter and cheefe of this crew? 

Miles. Ecce aſinum mundiyfugura rotunai, 

Neat ſhear and fine,as briske as a cup of wine. 

Burden, Whatareyou? 


Rep Iamfarher doftoras a man would ſay, the Belwe- 


ther of this copany,theſe aremy lords,and I theprince of Wales. 


Clement, Areyou Edward the kings ſonne ? 


Raphe, Sirra Miles,bring hither the tapſter that drue the 
wine,and I warrant whenthey ſee howſoundly I haue broke his 
head,theileſay rwas donebynoleſle man than aprince. 

Maſon, I cannotbelecuertharrhisisrheprince of Wales, 

Warrer, And why ſofir? 

Maſon, For they lay the princeis a braue & a wiſe gentleman, 
Y Yar, Why and thinkeltthou door tharthe is nor ſo? 
Darſt thou derra& and derogar from him, 


Being ſo louely and fo braue a youth. 


Ermbie, Whole faceſhining with many aſugred ſmile, 
Bewraies that he is bred of princely race. 
. Miles, And yermuaiſter doRtor,toſpeake like a proor, 
And tell vnto you, whartis veriment and true, 
Toceaſc ofthisquarrell,looke bur on hisapparrel), 


Theo 


T he honowrable hifforie of Frier Bacoy. 
Then marke but wy talis,heis greatprinceof Walis, 
The cheefe of our gregs,and filiw regs, © 
Then ware what is done,for he is Henries white ſonne. 
Raphe, Doors whole doting nightcaps are nor capable of - 
my ingenious dignitic, know that 1 am Edward Plantagener, 
whom if youdifpleaſe,will make a ſhippe thatſhall hold all your 
colleges,aud ſo carric away the Nunuerſitie with atayre wind,to 
the Bankeſide in Southwarke,how ſayſt thou Ned Warraine, 
ſhall I nordoit? 
Y Yarren, Yes my goodlord, and if irpleaſe your lordſhip, 
I ml gather vpal yourold pantophles,and with the corke,make - 
you a Pinnis of fue hundred tunne, that ſhall ſerue the rume 
maruellous well,my lord. | FA 
Ermsbie, And I my lord will have Pionersto vndermine the 
rowne,thartthe very Gardens and orchards be carried away for 
your ſummer walkes, 
Miles, And 1 with ſcientia, and greardiligentia, 
W1ll conture and charme,to keepe youtrom harme, 
That vtrum horum mais, your very greatnanss, 
Like Bartlers ſhip,from Oxford do skip, 
With Colleges and ſchooles,full loaden with fooles, 
Quid dices ad hae, worſhipfull demine Daweocke, 
Clement, Why harebraind courtiers,arc youdnuke or mad, 
Toraumys vp with ſuchſcurilitie, 


Decme youvs menof baſe and light eſtecme, 


Fobring vs ſuch afopfor Hennesſonne, 
Call outthe beadls and conuay them hence, 
Straight to Bocardo,let theroiſters lie 
Cloſe clapr in bolts, vnrilltheirwits be tame, 
Ermsbie, Why ſhall we to priſon mylord? (preſence? 
Kaphe, Whar ſaiſt Miles, ſhallI honourthepriſfon with my 
Miles, Nono,out with your blades,and hawper theſe iades, 
Haue a flurt and a cra{h,nowplay reucll daſh, | ; 
And teach theſe Sacerdos,thatthe Bocardos, 
Like pezzams and clues,aremeerforthemſchues. 
Maſon, Tothepriſon withrhemconſtable, 


Well 


- The honourable hiſtoric of Frier Bacon, 
Parren, Well doors ſeeing I haue ſported me, 

With laughingattheſe mad and merric wagges, 

Knowtharprince Edwardis at Brazennoſe, 

And tlusatrired ike theprince of Wales, 

Is Raphe,king Henriesonly loued foole, 

| J,earle of Eflex,and this Ernmsbie 

Oneof the priuiechamber tothe king, 

Whowhiletheprince with Frier Bacon ſtaies, 

| Hauercueldit in Oxford as you ſee. 

Maſen, My lord pardon vs, weknewnorwharyouwere, 

Butcourtiers may make greater skapes than theſe, ; 

Wilrpleaſc your honour dine with me to day? 

Y Yarren, I will maiſter doRor,and ſatisfic the vimner for hs 
hurt,only I muſt deſire youto imagine himall this forenoon the 
prince of Wales. 
Maſon, I willfr, | 
_— Kepbe. And yponthatT will lead the way,onely I will haue 


_ Miles 20 before me,becauſe I hauc heard Henriclay,that wiſc= 


dome mult go before Maicſhic. Exeunt emnes, 
" Enter prince Edward with his poinard in his hand, Lacie 
and Margret. 


Edward. Laciethou canſt not ſhroud thy traitrous thought, 
Nor cover as did Caſcius all his wiles, | 

For Edward hath an eyethat lookes asfarre, 

As Linczus from the ſhores of Grecaa, 

- DidnorIfit in Oxtord by thc Frier, 

And lcerhee court the maydof Freſingficld, 

Sealiogthy flattering fancies with akafle, = 

Did notprowd Bangay drary his porraſle foorth, 

Andioyning hand in hand had marnied you, 

IfFrier Bacon had notſ{troke him dunbe, 

And mounted him vpon a ſpirits dacke, 

ThatwemightcharatOxtordw:th the frier, 

'Trattor what anlwerlt,is gorall iv erue? 


Truth 
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T he honourable hiflorie of Frier Bacon. 
Lacie, Truth allmy Lord andthus I makereplie, 
At Harlſtone faire there courting for your grace, 
Whenas mine eye ſuruaid her curiousſhape, 
And drewe the beautious glory of her looks, 
Todiue imo the center of my heart. 
Loue taughr me that your honour didburieſt, 
Tharprinces were infancie butas men, Ws 
How that the louely maid of Frelingfield, * 
Was fitter tobe Lacies wedded wite, 
Than concubine vntothe prince of Wales. 
Edward, Iniurious Lacie did Ilouerhee more 
Than Alexander his Hepheſtion, 
DidI vnfould the paſsion of my loue, 
And locke themin thecloflerof thy thoughts, 
Wert thou to Edward ſecond to himlelfe, 
Sole freind, and partner of his ecreatloues, 
And could a g!aunce of fading bewtie breake, 
T heinchained ferrers of fuch priuar freindes, 
Baſe coward, falſe, and too efftemunare, 
To be coriuall with aprinceinthoughts, 
From Oxford haue I poſted fince I dinde, 
To quite a traitor fore that Edward ſleepe. 


Marg, Twas I my Lord, not Lacie ſtepr awry, 


For oft he ſued and courred for yourſelfe, 

And ſtill woode for the courtier all in greene, 

Bur I whome fancy made bur ouer fond, = 
Pleaded my ſelfe withlooks asif I lovd, 

I fed myne eye with gazing on his face, 

And ſtill bewichr lovd Lacie with my looks, 

My hart with ſighes, myne eyespleaded with rears, 
My face heldpittie and contentaronce, PE 
And mere] coulttnor fipherout by ſignes 

But thatI lovd Lord Laciewith my heart, ' 

Then worthy Edward meafurewiththy munde, 

If womens fauours will nor force menfall, - t  - 
If bewtic AI ts ta” oor Hd: 
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T he hononrable hiftorie of Friey Bacon. 


| Ts notof forcerto bury thoughts of friendes. 
Edward, I tell thee PeggicI will hauethy loues, 

Edward or none ſhall conquer Margrer, - 

InFrigars botromd with rich Serhin planks, 

Toprwithrhe loftie firs of Libanon, 

Stemd and incalt with burniſht luorie 

« Andouerlaid with plates of Perftan wealth, 

* Like Thetris ſhalr thou wanton on the waues 

And draw the Dolphins tothy louely eyes, 

Todaunce lauoltas inthe pwple ſtreames, 

Sirens with harpes and filuer pſalreries, 

Shall waighrwith muſickear thy frigors ſtem, 

And entertaine faire Margret with her laies, 

England and Englands wealth ſhall waiton thee, 

Briraine ſhall bend vnto her princes loue, 


And doe due homage to thune excellence, 


If rhou wilt be but Edwards Margrer. 
 Margret. Pardonmy lord it Joues grcar rozaltie, 
Senrmeſuch preſents asto Danae, 
If Phoebus tied in Latonas webs, 
Comecourting from the beautic of his lodge, 
The dulcer runesof frolicke Mercuric, 
Notall the wealth heauens treafuric affoords, 
Should make meleaue lord Lacie or his loue. 
Edw, 1 hauelearndat Oxfordthcnthispoint of ſchooles, 
Abbats cauſa,tillitur effetus, 
Laciethe cauſe rhar Margret cannot loue, 
. Nor foc herliking on che Engliſh Prince, 
Takehimaway,andthenrthe effe&ts will faile, 
Villairie prepare thy ſelfe for I will bathe 
My poinard inthe boſome ofan eatle, 
Lacie, Rathcrrhenliuc, and miſle faire Margrersloue, 
Prince Edward {top nor at the fatall doome, 
Bur ſtabbit home, end both my loues and life. 
Marg. Braue Prince of Wales, honoured forroyall deeds, 


| T were fanneto ſtaine fair Venus courts with blood, 
' Loues 


T he honorable hiſtoric of Frier Bacon. 

Lones conqueſts ends my Lord in countefie , 

Spare Lacic gentle Edward, let medie, 

For ſo both you and hedoe ceaſe your loues. 

Edward, Lacie ſhalldie astratorto his Lord, 

Lacie, I] hauedeſernedit, Edward at it well. ; 
Margret Whar hopes the Princeto gaine by Lacies dearh? 
Edward, Tocnd theloues twixt him and erer, 

Marg. Why, thinks king Henriesſonne that Margrers loue, 

Hangs inthe vncerraine ballanceof proud time, _ 

Thar death ſhall make a diſcord of our thonghrs, 

No, ſtabthecarle, and forerhe moming ſun 

Shall vaunt him thrice, ouer rhe lofrie eaſt, 

| Margrerwill meer herLacieinthe heauens. 

Lacie, If ought berides to louely Margrer, 

That wrongs or wrings her honour from contenr, 

Europes rich wealth norEnglands monarchie, 

Should notallure Lacie ro ouerliue, 

Then Edward ſhortmy life and end her loues, 

Margret, Rid me,and keepe a friend worth man loues, 
Lace. Nay Edward keeps a loue worth many friends, 
Margret. Andifthy mind beſuchasfame harh blazde, 

Then princely Edward lervs bothabide 

The Grall reſolution of thy rage, 

Baniſh thoufancie,andimbrace reuenge, 

And inone toombe knir both our carkaſes, 

Whoſe hearrs were linked inoneperfe&tloue, 

Edward, Edward Art thou that famousprince of Wales, - 

Whoart Damaſco bear the Saraſens, ' | 
And broughtſt home rriumphe on thy launces point, 

' And ſhall chy plumes be puld by Venus downe, 
Is ir princely ro diſſeuer louers leagues, 
Toparrſuchfriends as gloricintheirloues, 
Leaue Ned,and make avertue of this fault, 
And further Peg and Lacie iatheir loues, 

So in ſubduing fancies paſsion, Sy 
Conquering thy ſelfe the eer{tthericheſt ſpoile, 
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. Thehonourable hiſtoric of Frier Bacon. 
Lacieriſe vp, faire Peggie heeres my hand, 

The priace of Wales hath conquered all his thoughts 
And all his loues he yeeldsvnto the earle, 

Lacie enioy the maid of Freſingfield, 

Make herrthy Lincolne counteſſe at the church, 
And Nedas he istruePlantagener, 
Will giwe hertorhee franckly for thy wife. - 

Zacie, Humbly I rake her ofmy ſoneraigne, 

As ifthat Edward gaue me Englandsright, 
And richt mewith the Albiondiadem. 
Margret, And doth the Engliſh Prince meantrue, 
Will he vouchſafero ceaſe his fornier loues, 
And yeeld thertitle ofa countrie maid, 
Vntolord Lacie. | 
Edward, 1 will faire Peggioas I amrrue lord. 
Marg. Thenlordlyfir, whoſe conqueſt is as grear, 
Inconquering loue as Czſars vitories, 
Margrert as milde and humble in herthoughis, 

As was Aſpatia vnto Cirus (elfe, 

Yeelds thanks,and nextlord Lacie, dorhinſhrine 
Edward the ſecond ſecretin her heart. 


Edw, Gramercie Peggie, now that vowesare paſt, | 


Andrhar your loues are notbe reuolt : 
Once Lacie friendes againe,come we will poſt = 
To Oxtord, for thisday the king is there, 

And brings for Edward Caſtile Ellinor. 
PegoieImuſt | arnÞ? EViewmy wife, - 

- IprayGodI hke herasllouetthee, © 
Beſide, lord Lincolne we ſhall heare diſpute, 
Twixt frier Bacon,andtetttied Varidermaſt, 


Peggie weelc leaue you fora weeke'or two. 


. 


argret, Asitpleafec ford Lacie,but lou6 

Thinke footſteps Miles,and minutes ro be houres. © ' 
Lacte. Ile haſten Peggie ro make ſhortrerurne, 

Bur pleaſe your houour goe vmo the lodge; 

We (hyll haue butter,cheeſe,and veniſon. 
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T he hononrable hiſtoric of Frier Bacon. 


And yeſterday I brought for Margrer, 

A luſtic bottle of near clarrer wine, 

T hus can we feaſt and entertaine your grace. 
Edward, Tis cheere lord Lacic for an Emperour, 

If hereſpe rhe perlonand the place : 

Come letvs 1n, for I willallthisnighr, 

Ridepoſt vnnllI comero Bacons cell. 


Ereunt, 


Enter Henrie, Emperour, Caſlile, Ellinor, Van- 
dermaſt, Bungay. 


Emperonr. Truſtme Plantagenertheſe Oxtord ſchooles 


Are richly ſeated neeretheriuer {ide : 
The mountaines full of farand fallow deere, 
The barling paſtureslaid with kine and flocks, 
The rowne gorgeous with high built colledges, 
And ſchollers ſecmely in their graue attire. 
Learned inſearching principles of arr, 
Wharis thy iudgement, Iaquis V andermaſt. 
Yandermaſ}, That lordly arethe buildings of the rowne, 
Spatious the romes and full ofptcaſant walkes : 
Bur for the doors how tharthey belearned, 
It may be meanly, for oughtI canheere. 
Bunga), ] tell thee Germane, Haſpurge holds noneſuch, 
Nonered {o deepe as Oxenford containes, 
There are withinour accademicke ſtare, 
Men that may le&ureitin Germanie, 
To all the doors of your Belgicke ſchools, 
Henrie. Stand ro him Bungay, charmethis V andermaſt, 
And1I will vſc thee as a royall king, 
Y anderma#t. Whereindareſtthou diſpute with me. 
Bungay, Inwhata DoRoranda Frier can. | 
Yandermeſt, Before rich Furopes worthics putthouforth 
The doubtfull queſtion vnto V andermaſt. 
Bunge). Letitberhis , whether rhe {pirites of piromancie 
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T he honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon, 


or Geomancie,be moſt predominantin magick, | 
Y ander, 1 ſay of Piromancie. : 
Bungey. And I of Geomancie. ' 1 


Y and:r, T he cabbaliſts thar wright of magicke ſpels, | | 
As Hermes, Melchic,and Pirhagoras, | | 
Affirme that mongſtrhequadruplicitie - S124 
Ofelemenrall eſſence, Terr« is but thought, 
Tobe apun#um ſquared tothe reſt : 
And thatthe compaſle of aſcending eliments 
Exceed in bigneſle as they docin height. 


Tudgingthe concaue circleof the ſonne, 


To hold thereſt in his circomference, 
Ifthen as Hermes ſaies the fire begrearſ}, 
Pureſt and onely ginerh ſhapes ro ſpirites : 
Theamuſtrheſe Demones that haunt that place, 
Be euery way ſuperiour to the reſt. | 
B:4ngay. I reaſonnor of elemenrall ſhapes, 
| Norrell Lot the concauelatritudes, 
Nortingrlcir eflencenorrheirqualicie, 
| Burot che ſpiritesrnar Piromancie calles, 
And of the vigourofthe Geomanticke fiends, 2 
I tell thee Germanemagicke haunts the grounds, 
And thoſeſ{trangenecromangick ſpels | 
Thar worke ſuch ſhewes and wondering inthe world, 
AzeaCted by thoſe Geomanticke ſpirites, 
That Hermes callerth Terre fil, 
The fterie ſpirirs are but transparant ſhades, 
Tharlightly paſle as Heraltsro bearenewes, 
Bur earthly fiends cloſd in the loweſt deepe, 
Diſſeuermountaines if they be butchargd, 
Being moregroſe and maſzie intheir power, 
_  Y ander, Rather theſe carthly geomamtike ſpints, 
Aredull andlikerheplace where they remaine: 
For whenproud Luciphertell fromthe heauens, 
Thefſpirites and angelsthar did fin with him, 


Reraindrhcir locall, ellence as theufaults, 


All 


T he honorable hiſlorie of Frier Bacon. 
All fubieR vnder Lune continent, 
They which offended lefle hangin the fire, 
And ſccond faults did re{t withinthe aire, 
But Lucifer and his proud hearted fiends, 
Were throwne into the centerof the earth, 
 Hauingleſle vnderſtaridingthanthereſt, 
As hawng greaterſinne, and leſlergrace. 
Thetrfore ſuch groſle and carthly ſpirits doeſerue, 
For Iuglers, Witches,and vild forcerers, 
Whereas the Piromanricke gemij, 
Aremightic,{wift,and bf farre reachingpower, 
Bur grauntthat Geomancie hath molt forc a, 
Bungay to pleaſe theſe mightie potentares, 
Prooue by ſome inſtance whar thy artcandoe, 
Bungay, Iwill. 
Emper, Now Engliſh Harry here beginsthe game, 
We ſhall ſee ſport berweene theſe learned men. 
Yandermaſt, Wharwiltthou doe. . 
Bung.Shewtheertherreeleayd with refined gold, 
Wheron the fearefull dragon held his ſeate, 
Thar warchtthe gardencald Heſperides, 
Subdued and wonne by conquering Hercules. 
Fanderme, Well done. 


Heere Bungay coninres and the tree appeares with 
the dragon ſhooting fire. 


Heirie, Whar ſay youroyall lordingsro my frier, 
Hath he notdone apointof cunning skill. 

Vander, Ech ſchollerinthe Nacromanticke ſpels, 
Candoe as much as Bungay hath perfurmd, 
Buras Alcmenas baſterd raf'd this tree, 
So will I raiſe himvp as when heliued, 
And cauſc himpull the Dragon from his ſeate, 
And tearethe branches peecemeale from the roore, 
Hercules Pred:e, Prods Hercules, | 

E KEE. | Herewles 
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Hercules 4 IDPEAVES 118 his Lions 5kin, 


Fercules, Ours mevult, 

Fandermaſt, Toues baſtard ſonne thoulibian Hercules 
Pullofttheſprigs from oftrhe Heſperianrree, 
As once thoudid(t ro winthe golden fruit. 

Hercules, Fiat, 


Heere he begins to breake the branches. 


Yander, Now Bungay if thou canſt by magicke charme, 
The fiend appearing like great Hercules, 
Frompullingdownethe branches of therree, 
Thenart thouworrhy tobe cowned learned. 
Brengay. I cannor. 
Yander, Ceaſe Hercules vntill I giue thee charge, 
Mightie compuander of this Engliſh Ile, 
Henrie comefrom the ſtout Plantagenets, 
Bungay islearned enough to be a Frier. 
Butto compare with Taquis Vandermaſt, 
Oxtord and Cambridge mult go ſecke the celles, 
Tofnd a manto match himin his art, 
| 1havegiuen non-plus rothe Paduans, 
Torhemot Sien, Florence,and Belogna, 
 Reimes, Louain andfaire Rotherdam, 
Francktord, Lutrech and Orleance: 
Andnowmuſt Henricithe dome richr, 


Crowne me with lawrell as rhey all haue done, 


Enter Bacon, 


Bacon, All haileto this roiall companie, | 
Thar fitto heareand ce this ſtrange diſpure : 
Bungay, how ſtandſtthou as a manamazd, 


_ Whathathrhe Germane ated more thanthou, | 
F ander, 


The honours ble hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. 
Y andermait, Yhatart thou that queſtions thus. 
Bacon, Men: call me Bacon. 
Pender, Lordiy thou lookeſt,as if that thou werr learnd, 
Thy countenance, asit ſcience held her ſeate 
Berweene the circled arches of thy browes. 
Henrie, Now Monarcks hath the Germain found his match. 
Emperor, Beſhrre thee Iaquis rake not now the foile, 
Leaſt thou doeſt looſe whar foretime thou didlt gaine. 
F andermafi, Bacon,wilt thou diſpure. 
Bacon, Noe, vnleſle he were more learnd than Yandermaf. 
Foryer tell me,what haſt choudone ? 
P andermafi, Raild Hercules toruinate that tree, 
That Bongay mountedby hismagickeſpels. 
Bacon, Ser Hercules toworke. / . 
Yerder, Now Hercules, I charge thee rothy taske, 
Pull off the g0!den branchesfromrtheroote. | 
Hercules, Ldare not, Seeſt thou notgreat Bacon heere, 
Whoſetrowne dotha& more thanthy magicke can, 
Yandermaſt, By all therhronesand dominations, 
Vertues,powers 1nd mighrie Herarchies, 
I chargeclice roob:y ro Vandermaſt. 
Pereul: 5, Bacon, that brid/es headſtrong 5 Belcephon, 
Andrules Almenoth 2uiderotthe North: 
Bindes me from ye<ldingynro Vand ermaſt, 
Hen.Hownow Vandermaſt,haue you met with your match. 
V endermaſti, Neucrbefore wall knowne ro V andet maſk, 
Tharmen beld denilsin fuchobedicnr awe, - 
Bacon doth more rhanarroteisItale, 
Emperour, Why V ardermaſtartthou Ces 


 Bacondiſputewith fam and michis Skill: 


Bacon, ] come not Monatckes for to hold diſpute, 
With ſuch anouice asis V andermaſt, 

 1Icomerohaue yo! urroyaities todine 

Wirh Frier Bacon Heere mBrazennoſe, - 

Andfor this Germane troubles burthe place 

Aud holds this aadienice witha long OTE c, 


= 
- 


Ile 
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Ile ſend himto his Accademie hence, pF 
Thou Hercules whom V andermaſt did raiſe, 
Tran{portthe Germane vato Haſpurgeſtraighr, 

T hat he may learneby trauaile gainſt theſpnings, 
More ſecret doomes and Aphonitmes of art, 


| _Vamſhthetrecandthou away with hun. 


Exit the ſpirit with Vandermaſt and the T ree. 


Empereur, Why Bacon whether doeſtrhou ſend him, 
Racon, To Haſpurge there your highneſle atreturne, 
Shall finde the Germane in his ſtudie ſafe: 
Henrie. Bacon, thou haſt honoured England with thy $kill, 
And made faire Oxford famousby thine arr, 
I will be Engliſh Hennietothy ſelfe, 
Bur tell me ſhall we dine with thee to day. 
Bacon, With memy Lord, and whileI fitmy cheere, 
See where Prince Edward comes to welcome you: 
Gratiousas the morning ſtarre of heauen, Exit, 


Entcy Edward, Lacie Warren, Ermsbie. 


Empereur, Isthis Prince Edward Henries royall ſonne, 
How martial} is thefizure of us face, 
Yctlonely aud beſet with Amorets. 

Henrie, Ned,where haſt thou been. 

Edward, Ar Framingham my Lord,to trie your buckes, 
It they could ſcape they teiſers or the toile: 
Buthearingot theſe lordly Porentares. 
Landed,and prograſt vp ro Oxford towne, 
I poſted rogue entertaine torthem, 
Chiete toriie Almaine Monarke, nextto him, 
Andioynt with him, Caſtile and Saxonie, 

Are welcome as they may b2 to the Engliſh Courr. 

 Thuwsforthe men, but ſee Venusappeares, 


Or onethatouermarcheth V enus wn her ſhape, 


SWeere 
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Sweere Ellinor, beauties highſwelling pride, 
Rich natures glotie,and her wealthatonce : 
Faire of all faires, welcome ro Albion, 
Welcome ro me, and welcometothine owne, 
It that chou dainſt che welcome from my ſclfe. 
Ellinor, Martial Plamtagener, Henrics high munded ſonne, 
The marke that Ellinor did count her aime, 
T likte thee forcel fawthec, now I loue, 
And fo as in ſoſhorta mne I may: 
Yerſoasrimeſhali ncuer breaketharſo, 
And thercforeſo acceprot Ellinor. 
Cafiile, Fearenotmy Lord, this couple will agree, 
If lone may creepe intortheir wanton eyes: s 
Andrherefore Edward ] accepttheeheere, 
Withour ſu{peace,as my adopted ſonne. 
Henri, #5 me thatioy in rheſe conſorting greets, 
And elone in theſe honors done to Ned, | 


Yeeld thankes forall theſe fauours romy ſonne, 
Andreſt a truc Plantagener toall. 


Enter Miles with a cloth and trenchers and ſalt. 


Miles. Saluete omnes reges, that gouernyour Greges,in Saxo« 
re and Spaine, in England andin Almaine : forall thus frolicke 
rable muſt I couer theetable,with trenchers, ſaltand cloth, and - 
thenlooke for yourbroth. 

Emperour. VVhar pleaſant fellowisrhis. 

Henri, Tis my lord, door Bacons pooreſcholler, 

M1l:5, My maiſter hath made me ſewer of theſe greatlords, 
and God knowes I amas ſeruiccableara table, as a ſow is vnder 
an applerree: risnomatrer, their cheercſhallnotbegreat, and 
theretore whar skils where the ſalr ſtand before or behinde. 

Ceftiic, Theſeſchollers knowes moreskullin atiomes, 
How to vie quips and lcighrs of Sophiltrie, 

Than for to couer county for aking, 
| |” Enler 
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Enter Mi'es with a meſe of pottage and broth, 
and after hi;a Facon. 


Mile', Spill fir,vhy doe yourthinkeT neuer carried 
rwopeny chop before in my life : by your leaue, vob-le d: cus, for 
here comes door Baconspecs, being in his full age,ro carrica 
meſle ofporrage. | 
Bacor, Lardings admire nor if your checre berhis, 
 Forwe muſt keepe our Accademicke fare, 
No riot where Philolophic doth raine, 
And therefore Hemieplacc theſe Potenrares, 
| Andb:id them fall vatoricir frugall cares. 
Emp, Prefumpmuons Frier;z/hat ſcoflitrhouar a king, 
What docſt thou taunt vs with thy pef.nts fare, 
 Andgiuevs cates farfor countrey ſwaities, = 
| Hemneprocceds thisieſtof thy confer, 
 Torwitvswithſuchapitrance of ſuch price, 
- Tellme,and Frederickewill notgreeue rhe loag, 
 Henrie, By Henrties honour and the roy all faith 
| TheEngliſhmonarcke bearerh to his friend: 
- Aknewnototthe friers feeble fare, 
 Noraml pleaſd he enterrainesyouthus. 
Bacon, Contentthee Fredericke for I ſhewd the cates 
T6lerthee ſec how ſchallers yſe to feeds: 
Howlittle m2ate refines our Engliſh wits, 
Miles take away, and levitbe thy dinner. 
ies, Marry (ir T wil, this day ſhalbe afeſtiual day with me, 
For Iſhall exceedin the higheſt degree. Exit Miles. 


| 


_ "Bacon, Teell thee Monarch, all the Germane Peeres 
Could nor xffoord thy entertainmentſuch, 
Soroiall and fo full of Maieſtie, j 
As Baconwillpreſentto Fredericke, 
| TheBaſeſtwaiterthar arrends thy cups, 
Shaltbe in honours greater than thy ſcife : 


And 
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And fopthy catesrich Alexandriadrugges,” A 
Ferchrt by Carucilsfrom Ae: 'Pts cleh 19hts: oy 
Found in the wealthy ſtrond of Aﬀeriga , * ** A. 
Shallcoyallize the tableof my king, 
Vinesncherthanthe Gypriancourtifati, * 
Quaftro Auguttus kingy conneermarch,' * ' 1 
Shalbe carrow{t inEnsliſh Henries feaſts» oo 
Candic ſhall yee!d rhericheſtofhercanes, 
Perſia downe her volgaby Canows, | 
Send d »warhe ſecrets of her {picerie. _ 
The Atricke Dates mwreb les of Spanne, 
Conſerues,and Sucketsfrom Tiberias, * 
Cates fromludea choiſerrhanthe lampe - 
Thatfiercd Rome with ſparkesof 2lurrome, 


Sha!! bewtiic the board for Fredericke 


And therfore >rudoe not ata friersfeaſt. 


Enter two gentlemen, Lambert, andl Serlby 
\ __ withthekeeper. 


Lembert, Come frolicke keeper ofour lieges game, 
Whoſe table ſpred hath euer veniſon, 
And Iacks of wines to welcome pallengers, 
KnowlT aminloue with iolly Margrer, 
Tharouer-ſhines our damſelsas the moone, 
Darknerh the brighteſt iparkles of the nighe, 
In Laxheld heere my land andliuinglics, 
Ile maketiy danghrer ioynter of itall, 
S0 thou con{entto giue her to my wile, 
And I can ſpend fruc hundreth markes a yeare, 
Serlbre, I amrhelanſlord keeperofthy holds, 
By coppic all thy living liesiame, - 
Laxfield did neuer ſee meraile my due, 
I will infeote faire Margrert inall, 
So ſhe will take hertoa luſtie ſquire, 


F 3 | Keeper. 
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Xeeper, Now countcous gentls,if the Keepersgirle,. 


Harh pleaſed the liking fancieof you both, 

And with herbeutic hath ſubdued yourthoughts, 

Tis doubrfull rodecidethe queſtion. 

Itioyes me tharſuch men of greateſteeme, 

Should lay their liking on tlus bale cſtare, 

And thar her ſtate ſhould grow ſo fortunate, 

Tobe a wife ro meaner men than you. 

Bur ſirh ſuch {quires will ſtoop to keepers fee, 

I will to auoid diſpleaſure of you both, 

Call Margretforth,and ſhe ſhall make her choiſe, 

Lambert, Coment Keeper fend hervnto vs. 

Why Ser'sby is thy witeſo _ cad, 

Are all thy loues fo lightly paſted cuer, 

Asthou canſt wed betorethe yearc be our, - 
Serlsby, I lnue not Lambert to content the dead, 

Nor was I wedded bur for life to her, 

The graues cndsand beginsa maried ſtare, » 


Enter M argrer, 


Lambert, Peggiethelouclic flowerof all rownes, 
Sufto!ks faire Hellen, and rich Englands ſtar, 
Whoſe beautietempered with her huſivifrie, 
Naks England talke of merry Frilingfield, 

Serlsby, I cannot tricke it vp with poeclies, 

Nor paint my paſsions with compariſons, 

| Nortcllatall of Phebus and his loues, 

But this beeleue meLaxfheld here is mine, 
Otauncientrentſcucn hundredpounds a yeare, 
Andifthoucanſt burloue acountrie ſquire, 


Iwlinfeofte thee Margret inall, 
I cannorflatter, trie me if thou wes, 


A Keepers daughtersis too baſe ingree 
Tomatch with menaccoumpred of ſuch worth, 
Bur might I nordiſpleaſe] wouldreply, 


Exit, 


Mar, Braueneighbouring quires the ſtay of Suffolks clime, 
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Lambert, Say Peggy nought ſhall make vs diſcontene. 

Marg. Then gentils notethar loue hath lirtle ſtay, 
Nor canthe flames that Venus ſers onfire, 
Be kindled bur by fancies moxion, 
Thenpardon gentils,if a maidsreply 
Be doubttul, while I haue Pa Tas with my ſelfe, 
Whoorof whome loue ſhall conſtraine me like, 
Serlshie, Letirbemeandrruſtme Margrer, 
The meads inuironed with theſiluerſtreames, 
Whoſe Barling paſtures fatneth all my flockes, 
Yelding forth fleeces _ with ſuch woole, 
As Lempſter cannot yelde more finer ſtuffe 
And fortie kine with faire and burmſht heads, 
With ſtrouting duggs that paggleto the ground, 
Shall ſerue thy dary if thou __ with me. 


Lambert, Let pallerhe countrie wealth as flocks and kine, 
And lands that waue with Ceres goldenſheues 
filling my barnes with plentie of . fheldes, 
Bur peggie if thou wed thy ſelfe rome, 
Thouſhalthaue garments of Imbrodred filke, 
Lawnes and rich networks for thy head atryre 
Coſtlic ſhalbe thy fare abiliments, 
Ifthouwilt be bur Lambertslouing wife. 

A argret Content yougentlesyou haue profered faire, 
And more thanfits acountric maids degree, 
Burgiue me leaue to counſailemea rune, 
For tancie bloomesnorartrhefirſt aſſault, . , 
Giueme butten dayes reſpiteandI will replye, , 
wW _—_ GY my ſelfe affeionats. = 

Serslby, ertI tellcheerhouartimporrunare, 

Such beautie firsnorſucha baſe eſquire Re 3 
Its for Serlsby ro hauc Margret, Sg 

Lamb, Thinkſtthou with wealthroouer reachi me 
Serlsby,I ſcorne to brooke thy country braues 


I darerhec Cowardro maintaine this wrong, 


| T he honograble hiflorie of Frier Bacon. 
A. dint of rapier ſingleipchefeld;!t | - 
Serl5by IleaunſwereLambert whatT have anoucht 
Margret farewel, anothertime ſhall ſerae.. Exit Serlsby 
Lambert, Ile follow Peggiefargwellto thy ſclfe, 
Liſten how well ile anſwerforthyloue. _ * _ cue —_ 
Margerer, HowFortune remperslucky bappes with frowns, 
And wrongs me with the {weets of my delighr, 
Lone is my bliſſe, and lone isnow my bale, = 
Shali Ibe Helleninmy forward fates, _ 
AsIlam Helleninmy maechles hne _ 
And ſer rich Suffplke with my faccatre, 
If louely Lacic wereburwith bs Peggy, 
The cloudie darckeneſſe of his birrer - | 
Would check the pride of theſe aſpiring ſquires, + 
Before the termeoftendayes be cqres 
When asthey looke forawnſwereotthewloues, 
My Lord will cometo merry Foſingfield, 
Andendrhicirfancies, and rherr folhesborh, 
Til when Peggicbe blith and of good cheere. 


x 
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Enter «poſt with a letter and (11 |, 
4 bag of gold: BUY 2h! 


Po}. Fair louely dam(c!] which way leads this parh, 
How might I poſt meynto Friſingheld, - 
which foorparh leadethtorhe keepers lodge? . 

Margerer Y our way isteady and this parh is right, 
My ſelfe doe dweltihereby in Frifingfield, FF 

Andit the keeper bertiiemanyouſecke, += 
__ I amhisdaughtermaylemivrchecaﬀulr?: 
| Pot Loy acre belt lbptank Nez; 
No merualleit hiseye was !todgdfo low, 116.1 
* whenbrighrerBewncisnotiitheheaucns, ' 

.  TheLincolne earleharhfenryou letters here, - 

And with them, iuſtanhundredpounds in gold, -, - 
Sweete bonny weach readtl;cmand makereply. 


(\ 


Marg, 
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Margret, Theſcrowles thar Toue ſent Danae 
Wrapr in rich cloſures of fine burmſhe gold, 
| Were not more welcome thanthele lines to me. 
Fell me whilitrhar I doe vurip the ſeales, 
Liues Lacie well, how fares my louely Lord? 
Poſt, Well, if that wealth may make men to live well. 


The letter, and Margre! reads it, 
Hebloomes of the Almondtree grow ina night, and vaniſh 
ina morne, the flies Xemere (faire Peggie ) rake life with 
the Sun, and die with the dew, fancie thar flipperh in with a 
gaſc, gocthout with a winke;and too timelyloues, haue cuerrhe 
ſhorreſt length. I write this as thy grefe,and my folly,whoar Fri- 
ſingfield lovd that which time hath raughtme to be bur nicanc 
dainties, eyes are diſſeniblers, and fancie1s burqueaſie, therefore 
know Margrer, I haue choſen a Spaniſh Ladie ro be my wife, 
cheefe waighting woman tothe Princeſl: Ellinour, a Lady faire, 
and no leſle farethanthy (eite, honorable and wealthy, mthar I 
forſake thee I leaue thee to thine own liking, and for thy dowric 
I haueſcntthee an hundred pounds, and cuer aſſure thee of my 


fauour, which ſhall auaile thee and thine much. Farewell, 


Northine nor his owne, 
Edrard Lacie, 


Fond Arz doomerof bad boading fares, 

Thar wrappes proud Fortune 1n thy ſnaky locks, 

Did(t rhou inchaunt my byrth-day with ſuch ſtars, 

As lightned miſcheefe from theirinfancie, ; 

If heauens had vowd, if ttars had made decree, 

Toſhew on me their froward influence, 

It Lacie had burlovd, heauens hell and all, 

Could nor haue wrongdthepatience of my minde. 
Peſt. Irgricuesme dam(cll, butche Earle*s forlt 

TolquetheLady, by che Kings commaund, 


Margret Thewealth combinde within the Engliſh ſhelues, 


Europes commaunder nor the Engliſh Kings = 
G Should 
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Should not haue moudethe loue of Peggic from herLord, 
 P#f, Whatanſwereihall Lrerurneromy Lord? 

Margret, Fuſtforthou camſt from Lacie whomlT lovd, 
- Ah gimemeleauetofigh arcuery thought, | 

Takethou my freind ; 4 hundred heſenr, 
For ersreſolution craues no dower, 
The world ſhalbe ro her as vanitic, 
Wealth traſh, louc hare, plealure diſpaire, 
Forl will ſtraighrro ſtately Fremingham, 
And inthe abby there be ſhome a Nun 
And yeld my loues and libertic to God, 
FellowlI giuethee this,not forthe newes, 
For thoſe be hatefullvato Margrer, 
Bur for thart Lacies manonce Margrers loue, 

Peft. What I haue heard whar paſsions 1 haueſeene 


Ile make reportofthem vnto the Earle. Exit Poft 
Margret. Say thatſhe joyes his fancies be arreſt, 


And praies that his misfortune may be hers, Exig 


Enter Frier Bacon drawing the courtaines with a white ſticke, 
4 booke in his hand, and a lampe lizhtedby him, andihe 
braſen head and miles whith weapons by him. 


Bacon, Miles where arc you? 

AMites, Here fir. 

Bacon, How chaunce you tarry ſolong? 

Ailes, Thinke you thatthe watchung of the brazen head 

craues no furniture? I warrant youſir I haue ſoarmed my ſelfe, 

thar if all your deuills come 1 will notfeare them aninch. 
Bacon. Miles thou knoweſt that] haue diued unto hell, 

And ſoughtrthe darkeſtpallaces of fiendes, 

Tharwih my Magick ſpels great Belcephon, 

Hath left his lodge and kneeledar my cell, 

Therafters of the earth rent fromthe poles, 

And three-formd Lana hid her filucr looks, 


Tembling 
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Trembling vpon her concaue contenent, 
When Baconred vpon his Magick booke, 
Wrh ſeuenyeares toſsing nigromantickecharmcs, 
Poring vpondarke Hecars principles, 
T hauc framd our a monſtrous head of braſle, 
That by theinchaunting forces of the dewl, 
Shall rell our ſtrange and vncoth Apnoriſmes, 
And ir faire England with a wall of brafle, | 
Buogay and I haue watchtrheſe threeſcore dayes, 
And nowourvitall ſpirires craue ſome reſt, 
If Argos livd and had his hundred eyes, 
T hey could notouerwarch Phoberersnight, 
Now Miles intheerefts FrierBacons weale, 
The honourand renowne afall his life, 
Hangs inthe watching of this brazen-head, 
TheretorelI charge thee by the immortall God 
T har holds the ſoules of men within has faſt, 
This night thou watch, for ererhe morning {tar 
Sends our his glorious ghſter onthe north, 
The head will ſpeake, then Miles vpon thy life, 
Wake me for then by Magick artIle worke, 
Toend my ſenen yeares raske with excellence, 
If that awinke bur ſhatrhy watchtull eye, 
Thenfarewell Bacons glory and his fame, 
Draw cloſſe the courtaines Miles now for thy life, 
Be watchfull and _ Herehe falleth afleepe. 


Miles. So, Irhought you would talke your ſelfe aſleepe anon, 
and ris no meruaile, for Bungay on thedayes, and he on the 
nights, haue watchr uſt rheſc ten and fifty dayes, nory this is 
the night, andrismy taske and nomore. Now Ieſus bleſle me 
whata goodly head it is, and anoſe, youtalke of nos autent glori= 
ficare, but heres anoſe, that I warrant may be cald nos autem po. 
pelare forthe people of the pariſh, well I am furniſhed with 
weapons,, noty ſir I will ſer me downe by a poſt, and makeir as 

200d asa warch-man to wake me : I chaunce to ſlumber, : 
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Trhoughr goodman head,] would call you our of your memente, 
J—_ *nd paſsiona God I haue almoſt broke my pate ,'Vp Miles to your 
sf  raske,takeyour brownebillinyour hand, heeres ſome of your 


Ham mailters hobgoblins abroad, mth this agreat noiſe. 


The Head ſpeakes. | 


Head, Timeis. Lots ; 

M1l-;, Twneis, Why maiſter Brazenhead haue youſuch a 
capitall noſe, and anſwer you with fillables, Timcis : is this all 
my maiſters cunning, to ſpend ſeuen yearesſtudie abour Time is: 
wellfir, it may bewe ſhall haueſome berteroratians of anon, 
well lle watch you as narrowly-as cuer you were watcht, and lle _ 
play with you as tlie Nightingale with the Slowworme, Lle (et a 
pricke againlt my breſt : now rel} there Miles, Lord haue mercy 
vpon me, I hauc almoſt kild my ſelfe : vp Miles liſt how they 
rumble. 

Head, Timewas. 

Miles, Welltrier Bacon, you ſpent yourſenenyeares ſtudie 
well that canmake your Head ſpeake but two wordes at once, 
Timewas : yeamarie,time was whenmy maiſter was a wiſe man, 
bur that was before he began to make the Braſen-head,youſhall 
lie while your arce ake and your Hcad ſpeake nobetter: well I 
will gras 4 and walke yp and downe, and be a Perepaterianand a 
Philoſopherof Ariſtotles ſtampe, whata freſhe noiſe, rake thy 
piſtols in hand Miles. 


Heere the Head ſpeakes and a lightning flaſheth forth, 
and a hand appeares that breaketh down the 
' Head with a hammer. 


| 
Head, Timeis paſt. n 

- Miles, Maiſter maiſter, vp, hels broken looſe, your Head 

| fpeakes, and theresſacha thunder and lightning , that I warrant 
all Oxtord is vp inarmes, out of your bed and take a browne bill 


an 


% 


[ 


7 he htnourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacen, 
in your hand, the latterday is come. 'S<- 
Bacen, Miles I come, oh paſsing warily watchr, 
Bacon will make thee next himaſelteinloue, 
When ſpakethe Head? 
Miles, When ſpake the Head, did not you ſay that hee 
ſhould tell ſtrange principles of Phaloſophie,why fir ſpeaks bur 
rwo wordesata time, 
Bacon, Why villaine hathitſpoken ofr. 
Mile, Of, I maric hathitthrice:but inall thoſerhreertimes 
it hath vttered but ſeuenwordes, 
Bacon, As how 
Miles, Mamie ſir,the fiſt rime hefaid, Timeis, asif Fabius 
cumertator ſhould have aſentence, heſaid Time was, 
and thethird rime with thunder andlightning,asm great choller, 
he ſaid Time is paſt. : 
Bacon. Tispaſtindeed, a villainetime ispaſt, 
My life,my fame, my glorie, all are paſt : 
Bacon, the turrers of thy _ are ruind downe, 
Thy ſeuenyearesſtuchelierhinthe duſt: 
Thy Brazen-head lies broken h a ſlave 
That watcht, and would not whenthe Head did will, 
Wharſaidthe Head furt. 
Miles, Fuenſir, Twmeis, 
Becen, Villaine if thou hadſt cald roBacon then, 
If thou hadſt watchr and wakte the ſleepic trier, 
The Brazen-head had vttered Aphoriſmes, * 
And England had been circled round with braſle, 
Bur Aſtmeroth rulerotthe North, | 
And Demegorgonmaiſter of the fares, . 
Grudge that a mortall man ſhould workeſo much, 
Hell rrembled at my deepe commanding pels, 
Ficndes frownd toſee a mantheirouermarch , 
Bacon might boſt marethan a man might boaſt: 
Burnow the brauesof Baconhathan end, 
Europes conceitof Bacon hath an cnd: 
His (cuenyearespradtiſe ſorteth roill end: 
G 3 
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And villaine fit: my gloric hath an end, 
Lwill appointrhee fatall ra ſome.end, 
Villaine auoid,zetthee from Baconsfſight: 
Vaegr.:m 20 rome andrange about the world, 
And perf as a vag onearth, 

Miles, Why thenſir you forbid me yourſeruice. 

Baron, My (eruiceyillaine with afarall curſe, - 
 Thardirchull plagues and miſchictefallon thee. 

Ales, Tis no matter] amagainſt youwith theold prouerb, * 
Themore thefoxis curſt the better hefares : God be with you 
ſir, lle take but a booke in my hand, a wide ſlecued gowne on my 
backe, and a crowaed cap on my head, and ſceif I can wantpro- 
motion. | 

Bacon, Some fiend or ghoſt haunton thy wearie ſteps, 
Vntilithey doe rranſportthee quicketo hell, 
For Bacon ſhall haue neuer merrie day, 


Tolooſerthe fame and honour of his Head. Exvt. 


Enter Emperonr, Caſlile, Henrie, Ellinor, Ed- 
ward, Lacie, Raphe. 


Emper, Now louely Prince the prince of Albjons wealth, 
_ Howfares the ladic Ellinor and you: 


What haue you courted and found Caſtile fir, 
To anſwer England inequiuotence 
Wiitbeamatch rwixe bonny Nell and thee. 
E4+. Should Parisenter inthe courts of Greece, 
And not lie fetreredin faire Hellens lookes, - 
Or Phocbusſcape thoſe piercingamonts, 
Thar Daphneglaunſed ar his deinie: 
Can Edward thenfit by a flame and freeze, 
Whole heatpurs Hellen and faire Daphnedowne, 
Now Monarcks aske the ladie if we gree. 
Hen, What madam hath my ſontound graceorno, 
Eller, Seeing my lord his louely countert cit, 
And hearing how hiswindeand ſhape agreed, 
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I come not troopr with all this warliketraine, 

Doubring of loue,bur fo efteionar 

As Edward hath in England whathe wonnein Spaine, 
Caſtile, A match my lord,theſewantons needes muſt loue, 

Men mult haue wiues and women will be wed, | 

Lers haſt the day ro honour vptherires, 

Rephbe. Sirha Harry ſhall Nedmarry Nell. 

Henry, 1 Raphe, howthen, - mae $049 

Kaphe, Marne Harrie follow my counſaile, ſend forfrier Ba- 
contro marne them, for heele ſoconiure him and her with his 

Nigromancie, thatthey ſhall loue togither like pigge and lambg 

whuleſt they liue. 

Caftile, Bur hearſt thouRaphe, art thou contentto haue Eb 
linor to thy ladie. 

Raph-. 1 ſo ſhe will promiſe merwothings, 

Caſtle, Whats thatRaphe. 

Raphe. Thar ſhee will neuer ſcold with Ned nor fight with. 
me, Sirha Harry 1 haue puther downe with a rhing vnpoſsible, 

Henry, Whats rd Orc 

Repke. Why Harric didſtthou cuerſeethata womancould 
borh hold her tongue and her handes, no bur when egge-pies 
growes on apple-rrces, then will thy gray mare prooue a bag- 

iper. 

"Y Emperour, Whar ſaies the lord of Caſtile and the carle of 

Lincolne, thar they are inſuch earneſt and ſecrer talke. 
Ca ſl e, I ſtand my lord amazedathis talke 

How he diſcourſerh ofthe conſtancie, 

Ofone ſurnam'd for beauries excellence, 

The faire maidofmerrie Freſingfield, | 
Henrie, Tistrue my lord, tis wondrous for to heare, 

Her beaurie paſsing Marces parramour: 

Her virgins nght as nch as V eſtaswas, 

Lacieand Ned hathtold me miracles. 5 
Caſtile, Wharſates lord Lacie, ſhall ſhebe his wife.” 
Lee. Orels lord Lacieisvnfar toliue, 

May it pleaſe your highnelle gjuemelgaue ropoſt 


To 
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ToFrefingfield Ileferch the bonny girle, 
And prooue in true apparance at the court 
 WhatL hae vouched often with my tongue. 
| Renree, Lacie, go tothequiricotmy ſtable, 
Andrakeſuch courlers as ſhall firthy rune, 
Hie thee to Frefingfteld and bring homethe laſle, 
And for her fame fthes through the Engliſh coaſt, 
If irmay pleaſe the ladic Ellinor, 
Oneday ſhall matchyour excellence and her, 
Elliner, We Caſtle ladies arenor very coy, 
Your highneſle may command a greater boone, 
And glad were I to grace the Lincolne carle 
With being partner of his marriage day. 
Edrard, Gramercie Nell for I dolouerhe lord, 
As hethats ſecondtomy (elfe inlone. 
Mp -, You loue her, madam Nell, neuerbelecue himyou 
though he {weares he loues you. 
Elliner, Why Raphe. 
Rap%e, Why his loue is like vnto a tapſters glaſſe rhar is bro- 
kenwith enery tutch, for he loued thetaire maidof Freſingfield 
once out of all hoe, nay Ned never wincke vpon me, I carenor I. 
| Aer, Raphetelsall, you ſhall haue a good ſecrerarie of him, 
ButLacic haſtethee poſt to Freſingfiela : 
Eor erethou haſt fitted all things for her ſtate, 
The folemnemarriage day will be at hand. 
Lace, Igomy lord. Exit Lacie, 
Emperor. Howſhall we paſſe this day my lord. 
Henrie, To horſe my lord, theday is paſving faire, 
| Weelefliethepartridgeor gorouſe the deere, 
Follow my lords, you ſhallnot want for ſport. 
F xennt, 


Enter frier Bacon with frier Bnngay to his cell. 


Bunge), What meanes the frier that frolicktirof late, 
Toſi asmelanchohe in his cell : 
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Tofir asmelancholie in his cell, 
Asifhe had neither loſtnor wonne to day. 
Bacon, Ah Bungay my Brazen-headis ſpold, 
My glorie 2one,my ſcuen yeares ſtudie loſt : 
Thetame of Bacon brured through the world, 
Shall end andperiſh with rhis deepediſgrace. 
Bungay, Bacon hath built foundation on his fame, 
Soſurely onthe wings of true report, 
With acting ſtrange and vncoth miracles, 
As this cannotinfrnge what he delerues. 
Bacon, Bungay ſit down, for by proſpeRiue skill, 
I nd this day ſhall fall out ominous, 
Some deadly a& ſhall tide me ereI ſleep : 
Bur what and whercinlittle canlT geſle. 


Bungay, My mindeis heauy whar ſo ere ſhall hap. 
Enter two ſchollers, ſonnesto Lambert and Serlby, 


Knocke. 
Bacon, Whoſe thatknockes. 
Bun»zay. Two (chollers that deſires toſpeake with you. 
Bec. Bid rhe come in, Now my youths what would you haue * 
1. Sheller, Sirwe are Suffolke men and neighbouring friends» 
Ourfarhers in their countries luſtie (quires, = | 
Theirlands adioyne,in Crackfield mine doth dwell, 
And hisia Laxheld wearecolledge mares, 
Sworne brothers as ourfarhers liues as friendes. 
Becon, Towhar endisailrhis, 
2, Schaller, :aring your worſhipkeprwirhin your cell = 
, AglaſſeproſpeRiuewherin menmighr Fe | 
What ſo their thoughts or hearts deſire could wiſh, 
We come to know how that ourfachers fare. 
Becen, My glafſeis freeforeuery honeſt man, 
Sirdowne and you ſhall ſee ere long, 
How orin whar ſtare your friendly tarher liues, 


Meane whiletell me yournames. 


Lenberr, Mine Lambert. 


H 


T he homoxrable hiffcrie of Frier Bacen. 
2,Scholler, And mine Serlsbie. 
Bacon. Bungay, I ſmellthere will be a tragedie. 


Enter Lambert and Serlsbie ,with Rapiers and daggers. 
Lambert, Serlsby thouhaſt kept thine houre like a man, 


Theartworthie of theritle ofa ſquire: 
Thardurſtfor proofe of thy affettion, 
And forthy miſtreſſe fauour prize thy bloud, 
Thouknowſt whar words did paſle at Frefinghield, 
; Suchſhameleſle braues as manhood cannot brooke: 
I for I skometo beare ſuchpiercing taunts, 
 Preparerhee Serlsbic oneof vs will dic. 

Serl:bre, Thou ſecltT fingletheethe field, 
And wharl fpake, Ve maintaine with my ſword: 
Stand on thy guard I cannor {cold it our. 
Andit thou *; l[me,thinkeJI hauc a ſonne, 
T harliues in Oxfordinthe Brodgates hall, 

Vhowill rcuenge his fathers bloud with bloud. 

Lambert. AndSerlsbicI hauetherealuſty buy, 
Thar dares at weapon buckle with thy ſonne, 
And lines in Broadgares too as well as thine, 
Burdraw thy Rapierfor weele haue abour. 

Bacon, Now luſtie yonkers looke within the glaſle, 
Andrtellme if you candiſcerne yourhres. 

1.Scel, Serlsbie tis hard, thy father offerswrong, 
To combat with my father inthe field. 

2.Schel, Lambertthoulieſt,my fathers is the abnſe, 

And thou ſhalrfndiit, if my father harme. 

_ Bungay, Howgoesitlits, | 


x. Sc:oller, Ourfathers are in combar hard by Freſingfield. 


Bacon, Sitſtillmy fricades and (ce the event, 


Lembert, Why (tandſt thou Serlsbie doubrſt thou of thy life, 


A venic man,faire Margret crauesſo much. 
Serlbie, Then this torher. 
1. Scholler, Ahwellthruſt, 


2 Schel, 
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2, Scheller, Bur marke theward. 


T hey fight and kill ech other. 


Lambert, Oh Tamdlaine. 
Serlbie, And 1, Lord haue merciconme. 
1. Scholler, My father ſlaine, Serlby ward har. 


Thetws ſchollers lab on another. 


2. Scholler, Andſois mineLambert, Ilequite thee well, 
Bunza), O ſtrange ſtrattagem. 
B«co2, See Frier wherethefarhers borh lie dead. 
| Baconthy magicke doth effe&rhismaſlacre: 
| Thisglaſle grains worketh manic woes, 
And therefore ſeeing theſe braue luſtie brures, 


T hele friendly yourhs did periſhby thine arr, 
Endall thy magicke and thine art at once : 
Theponiard that did end the farall lives, 
Shall breake the cauſe efficiarof their woes, 
Sofade the glaſle, and end with itthe ſhowes, 
That Nigromancie didinfufe the chriſtall with. 
He breakes the glaſſe. 


B-1ng. Wharmeans learned Baconthustobreake his glaſle, 
Bcon, I tell thee Bungey irrepents me ſore, 
Thar cuer Bacon medled inthis arr, 
The houresI haue ſpeatinpiromanricke ſpels, 
Thefearefull tolsinginthe lateſt night, 
Ot papers full of Nigromanticke charmes, | 
Conuring and adiuring diucls and fiends, | 9 
With ſtole and albe and ſtrange Pentaganon,, 
Thewreſting ofthe holy name of God, hh - 
As Sorher, Flaim,and Adonaie, 
a_— >M moth,and Tetragramiton, 


ith praying tothe fiue-fould powers of heauey, | 
Are ftaaces that Baconmuſt be damde, 
For vling divels to counteruaile his God, 


He - | Yer 
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 * | YerBaconcheerethee,drowne notindeſpaire, 
Sinnes hauerhcirſaluesrepentance can domuch, 
Thinke mercie firs where Iuſtice ho!ds her ſeare, 
And fromthoſe wounds thoſe bloudie Lews did pierce 
Whichby thy magicke oftdid bleed a freſh, 
From thence for thee the dewoft mercy drops, 
To waſh the wrath of hie Ichouahs ire, 
And make thee as a new borne babe from ſinne, 
Bungay lleſpendthe remnantofmy lite 
Inpure deuotionpraying tomy God, 
Thar he would faue what Bacon vainly loſt. #7. 


Enter Margret in Nuns apparrell, Keeper , her father, 


and their friend. 


Keep. Margretbenor ſa headſtrong intheſe vows, 
Ohbune not ſuch beaurie ina cel! : 
Thar England hath held famousforthe hue, 
Thy fathers haire like to the filuer bloomes: 
| That beaurtfietheſhrubsof Aﬀerica 
, Shallfall beforerthedated rimeof death, 
Thus roforzoc his louely Margrer. 


Margret, A father when the hermonic of heauen, 


ſounderithe meaſures ofa liuely faith: 
Thevaine Illuſions of thisflattering world, 
Secmes odious tothe thoughts of Margrert, 
Tlouecd once, lord Lacie was my loue, 
And nowl hate my ſelfe forthar Ilovd, 
 Anddoated moreon himthan onmy God: 
. __ ForthisIſcowrgemyſelte with ſharpe repent, 
Bur now the rouch of ſuch aſpiring ſinnes 
"Tels me all loueis luſt butloue of heauens: 
 Tharbeaurie vide for loue is vanitie, 
The world containes noughr bur alluring baites: 
Pride flatterie,and inc thoughts, 
To ſhunthe pricks of death Ileauctheworld, 
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And vow to meditate on heauenly bliſle, 
 Toluein Framingham a holy Nu unne, 
Holy and pure in conſcience and indeed: 
for trowiſhall maidesrolearne ofme, 
Toſecke heauens ioy before earths vanitie. 

Friend, And will you then Margretbeſhorna Nunne, andio 
leaue vs all, 

Margret, Now farewell world the "gs of all woe, 
Farewell tofriends and father,welcome Chnit : 
Adewtodaintierobes, this baſe arrire 
Berterbefars an humble mindeto God, 

T han all the ſhew of rich abilliments, 

Loue, oh Loue, and with fond Loue farewell, 
SweetLacie whom I loued onceſodeere, 
Euerbe well,burncuerinmy thoughts, 
LeaſtI olfend ro thinke on Lacies Joue: 

Bur cucnrto thatas ro the reſt farewell. 


Enter Lacie Warrain, Ermsbie,booted and ſpurd. 

Lacie, Come on my wags weereneerethe keepers lodge, 
Heere hauc I oftwalkrin the warrie Meades, 
And chatred with my louely Margrer. 

F Yarraine, Sirha N ds northus the keeper. 

Lacie, Tis the ſame, 

Ermibie, Theold lecher hath gotton holy murron ro him 
a Nunne my lord, 

Lecie. Keeperhowfareſt thou holla man,whar cheere, 
How dorh why ur thy daughterand my loue. 

Keeper, Ah good my lord, oh woismefor Pcgge, 

See where ſhe ſtands clad in her Nunnes atrire, 


Readicfor robe ſhomnein F 
She leaues the world becauſcſhe __ yourloue, 


O! 2ood my lord perfivade herif youcan. 
Lice. Why hownow Margrer,what a maleconent, 
A Nunne, whar holy fatherrau -hryouthis, 
To rake yourſclferoſucha ne life, 
As dic a ns as uric to me. 
H «+ To 
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Toſmnother \ 2997 bewric in a cell. 
AM argret, rd Lacie thinking of thy former mills, 

How fond the prime of wanton yeares were ſpent 

Inloue, Ohfie vppon thar fond conceire, 

Whoſe hap and eſſence hangeth in the eye, 

I leaue both loue and loues comentar once, 

Beraking me to himtharis true loue, 
 Andleauing all the world for loue ofhim, 

Lace, Whence Peggic comesthis Meramorphoſis, 
Whar ſhorne a Nun, and I haue fromthe court, 
Poſted with courſers to conuaic thee hence, 

To Windlore, where our Mariage ſhalbe kept, 

Thy wedding robes are inthe tailors hands, 

Come Peggy leaue theſe peremprorie vowes. 
Margrer, Did notmy lord Ye his1ntereſt, 


And make diuorce rwixt Margrert and him: 


Lacy, T was butto try ſweere Peggies conſtancie, 


Bur will faire Margret leauc her louc and Lord? 


—_ Is not heauens ioy before earths fading bliſle, 
Andlifeabouec ſweeterthan lite in loue, 


Lace, Why then Margret will be ſhorne aNun, 
Marg, Margret hath madea vow which may not be reuokr. 


Warraine, We cannot ſtay my Lord, andif ſhebelo ſtrict, 
Ourlciſure graunts vs not to woo a freſh. 


Ermsby, C hooſe you faire daraſell, yer the choiſeis yours, 
Either a ſol:zmne Nunaecrie,or the courr, 
God,orLord Lacie,weich contents youbeſt, 
Tobe aNun, or els Lord Lacies wife. 


Lacie, Azood motion, Peggie your anſwere muſt be ſhorr. 
M4 ou The fleſh is frayle, my Lord doth know it well, 


Thatwhen he comes with his inchanting face, 
Whar fo cre beryde I carmorſay himnay, 
Off goes the habite of anuidens heart, 
Andiceing Fortunewill, faire Fremingham, 
And a!l tc ſhew of holy Nuns farewell, 
Laciz for mz, ithe wilbe my lord, 
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Lacie. Peggie thy Lord, thy loue, thy husband, 
Truſt me, by truth of knighthood, thatthe King 
Staies for ro marry matchles Ellinour, 
Vmril IL bring thee richly tothe courr, 
Tharone day may both marry her andthee, 
How ſaiſt thou Keeperart thouglad of this? 
Keeper. As if the EngliſhKing hadgiuen , 
The parke and deere of Friſingfield ro me. 
nc, I pray thee my Lord of Suſſex why artthouina broune 
dy? 
ea Toſee the nature of women, thatberhey neuer fo 
ncare God, yet they louc todie ina mans armes. ; 
Lacie. Whar haue you fir for breakefaſt? we have hicd and 
poſted all this nightro Frilngfield, 
Margret, Butter and cheeſe and humblsofa Deere, 
Such aspoore Keepers hauewithin theirlodge. 
Lacie, And not a bottleof wine? 
| Margret, Weele find one for my Lord. 
Lacte, Come Sullex lers in, weſhall haue more, forſheſpeaks 


caſt, to hold her promiſe ſure, Exennt, 


Enter a denill to ſeeke Miles. 


Dewll. How reſtles are the ghoſts of helliſh ſpirires, 
When euerie charmer with his Magick ſpels 
Cals vs from nine-fold trenched Blegiton, 
To ſcud and ouer-ſcoure the earth inpoſt, 
Vpon the ſpecdie wings of (wiſteſt winds, 
Now Bacon hath raiſd me fromthe darkeſt deepe, 
To ſearch about the world for Miles his man, 
For Miles, and totormenrt hislafie bones, 
For careles watchidg of his Braſen head, 
See where he comes, Oh he ismune. - 

Enter Miles with a eown:c and a corner 

| | C ap. 

21ler. Aſchollerquorh you, marry ſir IwouldI had bene made 


= 
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aborlemaker when I was made a ſcholler,forI can getneitherro 
bea Deacon, Reader, nor Schoolemaiſter, no, notthe clarke of 
apariſh, ſome call me dunce, anotherſaich my headis as full of 

Latine as an c25tull of oatemeale, rhus I am rormented that the 
deuwl andFrier Bacon, haunts me, good Lord heers one of my 
maiſters dewls, Ile goe ſpeake _— what maiſter Plutus, 
how chere you? 

Deuill, Doolt rhou know me? 

Ales, Know you fir, why are not you one of my maiſters 
deuils, that werevwont to comeromy maiſter Door Bacon, at 
Brazen-nolc? 

Deml, Y esmarry am T. 

Miles, Good Lord M. PlutusIhane ſcene youa thouſand 
times atmy maiſters and yet I had neuerthe manners ro make 
youdrinke, bur fir, I am glad to ſee how conformable you arcto 
the ſtatute, warrant you heesas veomanlya man,as youthall ſee, 
marke you maiſters, heers a plaine honeſt man, without weltor 
garde, butI pray youlirdo you comclarely from hel? 

” Dew. ] how then, 

Arles, Faith tisa place I haue defired long to ſec, haue younor 
ood tipling houſesthere, may notaman hauea luſtic fierthere, 
apor of good ale, apaireof cardes, aſwinging peeceof chalke, 
anda browne toaſt that will clap a white waſtcoar on a cup 
of good drinke?, 

 Dewl. All thisyoumay haue there. 

Miles. You areforme freinde, and am for you, butI pray 
| you, may I not haue an office there? 
38 | Dextl, Y es athouſand, what would(t thoube? 

| Y Miles, By my troth fir ina place where I may profit my 
ſelfe, I know hel ts ahorplace, and menare meruailous drie, and 
much drinke 1s ſpentthere, Iwould be a tapſter. 

Dew!, Thouſhalr. | 

Miles, Theres nothinglers mefrom going with you, bur 
that tis a long journey, and [| haue neuer a horlc. 

_ Deal, Thouthaleride on my backe. 

Mules, Now ſurely hers acourtcous dew, that for to _ 

ue 


| 


T he honourable hiſlorie of Frier Bacon. 


ſure his friende wil not ſtickromake aiadeof himlelte, bur Tpray 


you 2oodman friend let me moue aqueſtiontoyou. 
Dewl, Whars that? 
Miles. T pray you whether is yourpace atrotoranamble? 
Dewl, Anamble. | 
Miles. Tis well, burtake heede it be nor a trot, = 
Burtis no matter lle preuent it. 
Dewl, Whar dooſt? | 
Miles, Marry friend I put on my ſpurs, forif Ifind yourpace 
eirherarrotor els vncaſie,Ileputyouroa falſe gallop, Ile make 
you feele the benefit of wy ſpurs. 
Dewil, Gert vp vpon my back. 
Miles, Oh Ln euen a goodly meruaile, whena man 
rides ro hell onthe Deuils backe. Exeunt roring, 


Enter the Emperour with a pointes fword, next the King of 
Caſtile, carrying a ſword with a point, Lacie carying 1 
globe Ed. Warr.carrying arod of gold with 4 doue on it, 
Ermsby with a crowne and Scepter, The queene with the 

faire maide of Friſing field on her left hand, Henry, Facon 


with other Lords attending. 


Edward, Great potentares carths miracles for ſtate, 
Thinkethar prince Edward humbles at your feer, 
And for theſe fauours on his marniall ſword, 
He vowes perperuall homage to yourſelues, 
Ycelding theſe honours vnto Ellmour. 

Henrie, Gramercies Lordlings,old Plantagener, 
Thar rules and ſwayesthe Albiondiademe, 
With teares diſcouers theſe conceaued ioyes, 
And vowesrequitall,if hismenatarmes, 
The wealth of England, or due honours done 
To Ellinour, may quite hisfauorites. 
Bur all this while whatſay youro the Dames, 
Tharſhine hike tothe criſtall lampesof heauen? 
I Fmpe. 


T he honourable hiftori of Frier Bacon. 

Emperor, If buta third were addedro theſerwo 
They did ſurpaſle thoſe gorgeous images, 

Thatgloried Ida wirh rich beaurics wealth. 
'_ Margret, TisI mylords who humbly on my knee, 
Muſt yelde her orilons to mightic loue, 
For lifting vp his handinaide tothis ſtate, 
Brouzhrfrom her homely corrage to the court, 
And graſte with Kings Princes and Emperours, 
Fowhom (nexttothenoble Lincolne Earle) 
I vowe obedience, and ſuch humble loue, 
As may a handmaidtoſuch mightie men. 

Ellinowr, Thoumartiall man that wears the Almaine crowne, 
 Andyouthewelterne Potentatesof mighr, 

The Albian Princeſle, Engliſh Edwards wife, 
Prowdethar the louely ſtar of Friſingfield, 
Faire Margret, Counteſle tothe Lincolne Earle, 
Artendeson Ellinour, eramercies Lord for her, 
Tis I giue thanksfor Margretto youall, 

And reſttor herdue bounden to your ſclues, 

Henrie, Seeing the marriage isſolemniſed, 
Lers martch intrumph torheroyall feaſt; 

But why ſtands Frier Baconhereſo mute? 

Bacn, Repentant for the follies of my youth, 
Thar Magicks ſecreatmiſteries miſled, 
Andioytull that this roiall marriage, 
| Portendes ſuch bliſle vntothis matchlesrealme. 

Hen, Why Bacon whas (traunge cuccſhall happerothisland 

Or what ſhall grow from Edward and his Queene, 
| | -_ Boron, Ifind by deepe prze{cience of mine art, 
Which onceIrempred inmy lecrear cell, 

hat here where Brute did build his Troynouant, 
Fromforth rhe royall gardenot a King, 
Shailflowriſhour, ſorich and faire a bud, 


Whoſe brightnefle ſhall deface Pn Phoebus flowre, 


And ouer-ſhadow Albionwi| 1er leaues, 


Tu thco,Mars ſhali bemaiſte: of rac field, 


T he honourable hiſtorie of Frier Bacon. 
B'tthenthe ſtormie rhrears of wars ſhall ceaſe, 
The horſeſhall ſtampe as careles ofthe pike, 
Drums ſhallbe rurnd rorimbrells of del:ghr, 

Vith wealthy fauours, plentic ſhall enrich, 
Theſtrond thar gladded wandrinz Brute to ec, 
Andpeace fromheauen ſhall harbour intacſc leaues, 
Thar gorgeous beaurifies this matchlcs flower, 
Appollos Hellitropianthen thall {toope, 

And V enus hyacunh ſhall vailehertop, 

Tunoſhall ſhur her Gilliflowers vp, 

And Pallace bay ſhall baſh herbrighrelt greege, 
Ceres carnation in conſort with thoſe, | 

Shall ſtoope and wonder at Dianasroſe, 

Hennie, This Propheſie ismyſticall, | 
Bur glorious commaunders of Europas loue, 
Thar makes faire England like that wealthy Ue, 
Circled with Gihen, andfirſt Euphrates, 
Inroyallifing Henries Albion, 

With preſence of yourprincelic mightines, - 

Lers march,the tables all are ſpread, 

And viands ſuch as Englauds wealth affoords, 

Areready ſerro furniſhour the boords, 

You ſhall haue welcome mighty porecntates, 

Itreſts ro furniſhvp his royall feaſt, 

Oaly your hearts be trolick forthe time, 

Craues that wetaſt of nought butiouyſaunce, 

Thus glories England over all the welt, Exeunt omnes, 


' Fints Frier Bacon, made by Robert Greene, 
Maſter of Art-, 


Om julit pundum qui miſcuil viik dulci, 


